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TAKEN BY THE THIEF 


Ed 


All my life I’ve been moving about, one dirty town after 
another. I’ve tried hard to go straight, and this time | 
thought I’d got it, thought things would work out for a 
change. | didn’t reckon on Tony Rossi and his gang.... Why 
did | have to get myself involved with such low-life again? 


And then I saw her, and my life would never be the same 
again. | knew | wanted her there and then, even though | 
knew | was committing a crime against her. That’s the 
moment I knew it all had to change, that | had to change if | 
was ever going to deserve a woman like Janine. 


Her dad, on the other hand, has different plans for his 
daughter’s future, plans that don’t involve me. 


Times running out to save her, but | have no job, no 
money... no hope. Even if | did, what happens when the past 
catches up to me and she finds out all about me? It’s bound 
to happen... | can’t build a relationship on a web of lies. Can 
she ever love a man like me? 


Janine 


I’m scared, scared as hell of a future that dad has already 
planned for me, but what can | do? When | meet Ed, I wish 
things could be different, he’s everything | want in a man... 
even if he is older than me. He’s strong and handsome, and 
someone to protect me from men like Tony Rossi... but it all 
seems so hopeless. 


| hate Tony Rossi with a passion, | hate any form of violence, 
and could never love a man like him... a bully and a small- 
time gangster. 


| felt a strong attachment to Ed from our first meeting... 
maybe it’s love at first sight, | don’t know... but I know 
nothing about him. With my dad forever watching me, how 
will | ever meet up with Ed to find out? 


They say that love will find a way, but | don’t see how. Can 
Ed save me? Is he the one? 


*Taken By The Thief is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on Easter morning by 
joining my mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Easter 


CHAPTER 1 


Ed 


It’s like fucking déja vu, a lousy dream... a bloody 
nightmare. All my life has been a fucking nightmare. This 
time it was supposed to be different. This time | was going 
Straight, legit... sorting myself out. Or at least that had been 
the plan. All my life, fate has found a way to shit on my 
plans, all my attempts to turn a corner in my crummy life, 
finally turn my back on the old ways. 


After 40 years of learning the hard way, surely it was time 
for things to change, god knows I’ve tried. But here | am... 
involved in yet another heist, with a bunch of men that 
would rob their own grandmothers for the price of a beer. 
Despite all of my efforts, I’m back to square one. 


The getaway car thrums impatiently, and | feel the 
vibrations in my fingers, through the steering wheel. The 
street is dark, deserted except for the flickering beam of a 
street light. It’s not the best part of town, and to be honest, 
no decent person would walk here after dark. 


The lights of the liquor store shine harshly from across the 
street, that’s the target of my new-found ‘friends.’ Friends... 
ha, that’s funny. | don’t think I’ve got any real friends, never 
had any....or even family to speak of. My mother died of 
cancer when I was 15, my no-good dad having drunk himself 
into an early grave years before, and | was left to fend for 
myself. It’s not until you’re truly alone that you realize how 
cruel and heartless this world really is. 

At the age of 15, | was living on the streets with no money, 


no home... no nothing. It’s then that my life really began, 
this low-level life of petty crime and being part of the 


underbelly of society. The thing was, | only stole to eat, to 
keep alive, living like some kind of feral creature. Of course, | 
got into trouble with the cops from time to time, had a few 
spells inside. But it was all low-level stuff, petty crime. Now, 
this was something different... this was on a different scale 
altogether. 


| can see them inside the shop now, dressed in black, black 
masks hiding their faces, guns in hand. | hadn’t counted on 
firearms being involved, and a cold shiver passes over my 
heart. I’m no coward, but I don’t like violence, well not like 
this. Cold-blooded, bloody-minded violence. 


| should never have got myself into this spot, never have 
agreed to this job. | thought all this was behind me, but they 
caught me at a bad moment... as if there have ever been 
any good ones. I’d traveled down to New Jersey with the 
promise of a job, a real bonafide job... driving for a haulage 
company. I’d been so full of optimism, hope. For once in my 
life, things were going right, everything was about to 
change. But not in my life... not in my fucking life. It had 
taken three days of travel and nearly all my money to get 
here... only to be let down at the last minute. 


I'd been sitting in a seedy bar on the outskirts of town, 
drowning my sorrows in a beer with the last few cents | had 
in the world. My whole miserable life flashed before my eyes 
as | sat at the dirty bar, no hope... no future... nothing. 


It was then that Mike approached me, he was looking for a 
driver. | knew it wasn’t legit from the moment he spoke, and 
| almost told him to get lost... but something deep within 
me, that same instinct that had kept me alive until now 
kicked in, and | reluctantly agreed. Don’t judge me. | was in 
a strange town with no money and no place to go. What was 
| to do? 


But | didn’t reckon on this being an armed robbery. Oh, Fuck! 


It’s all starting to happen now. | can see one of the guys 
holding up his gun, and somebody is just coming into view 
behind the counter. It’s a young girl, and she looks terrified. 


For a moment, all | can do is stare, and | hear myself 
grunting like an over-sexed pig despite the panic in my 
belly. God, she’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen, and 
instinctively | feel my cock harden. The young girl can be no 
more than 20 years old if that, and despite the situation I’m 
in, lust overtakes any fear | have as | take in her slim figure, 
and the curve of what | imagine are perfectly round pert 
breasts. This is not the moment to let my basic instincts take 
over. 


| continue to watch, my mouth slightly agape. Four huge 
guys against one young woman... what pathetic creatures 
we are. The girl is beautiful. Even in her fear, she looks 
stunning... long dark hair with a small, heart-shaped face, 
and despite the horror of the scene, all | can see is the girl's 
beauty. Now that the immediate urge to fuck her has 
passed, a strange feeling of protectiveness washes over me, 
and for a moment, | want to rush out of the car and rescue 
her like some white knight... lift her into my arms and carry 
her away into the sunset. | shake my head... what’s wrong 
with me? I’ve been a strictly one-night stand type of guy all 
of my life. | wish there was something that | could do... but 
real-life isn’t easy, and what could I do against four of them 
with guns? Instead, | watch helplessly as the girl behind the 
counter hands over the day's takings with a gun pointed at 
her head... | can honestly see her shaking as she hands over 
the money. 


Within a moment, four black shapes are rushing out of the 
door of the store, one turns and smashes the front window 
with the butt of his gun before they throw themselves into 
the car. 


“Drive!” 


With my share of the proceeds, | book myself into a motel. 
It’s a small room, but it’s clean, and more importantly, it has 
a bed. | lay down, inwardly tired, but my mind on overdrive 
from the adrenalin of the night. | feel ashamed for being 
involved in such a despicable act, and then there’s the girl. | 
can’t get the vision of the girl out of my head. Every time | 
close my eyes, | see her, the long dark hair, the small, 
perfect face... those wide, frightened eyes. A girl like that 
needs a good man to protect her... | could protect her... but 
am I a good man? A sudden rush of passion for this strange 
girl overwhelms me, and my cock is rock hard, thinking 
about her. | don’t just want to protect her, | want to fuck her, 
fuck her hard, and make her mine. For once in my life, | want 
something more than mere survival, | want to be with 
someone, share my life with them... have kids. 


The urge in my loins is too great, and | unzip my jeans and 
stroke my hardness, imagining the dark haired beauty by 
my side. 

| sleep fitfully, nightmares of the girl being shot don’t help, 
that beautiful face splattered beyond recognition. | wake in 
a sweat, and with another hard-on, the girl has bewitched 
me, and | don’t even know her name. 


It’s crazy, dangerous even, but | must see her again. | 
shower and change my shirt, and immediately feel more 
alive. It’s still early, just before six, but | need to get out, | 
need some air. Without a second thought, | walk back to the 
liquor store. It’s about a mile away, but the roads are almost 
empty and the streets deserted. As | turn the corner of the 
block, | half expect to see a police car, but all is quiet... the 
shop window is already boarded over. For several minutes | 
just stand and stare, as if by willing it, she will suddenly 
appear. But it’s early, and the shop won’t be open for hours- 
if it opens at all, and the sound of a distant police siren gets 
me moving once again. Suddenly | feel hungry, | need coffee 


and a decent breakfast, and head to the 24/7 diner a little 
ways down the street. 


The place is empty, and the waitress looks bored and tired, 
but she manages to give me a cheeky smile. | seem to have 
that effect on women... which comes in handy for the odd 
one-night stand, but I’ve never seriously thought about 
settling down... | mean, what do I have to offer anyone, and 
besides, I’ve never met anyone that | wanted to be with... 
until now, that is. 


“Breakfast Special huh, well, | sure hope you’re hungry?” 


The waitress puts down an enormous plate of eggs and ham 
with a side of green fried tomatoes, grits, waffles, and syrup. 
| notice her nametag - Sandra as she flashes me a smile. 
She’s not a bad looking woman for her age, probably 
younger than me, and at any other time | might have been 
interested in a little light flirtation that might lead to a night 
back in my motel room, but not today, today my mind is full, 
and there’s no room for anyone else. 


“Thanks, Sandra,” | smile, and start to tuck into my 
breakfast before she can strike up a conversation, and | see 
her shoulders hunch as she walks away to get my coffee. 
Poor kid, she must get lonely working the night shift, and 
she can’t make much in tips. When she returns with the 
coffee, | feel sorry for her and, despite myself, decide to 
engage her in conversation. 


“You must have got the short straw working this shift? 


She shrugs. “It pays the bills, | don’t have much choice, I’m 
lucky to have this. It doesn’t pay much, but | have two jobs 
to make ends meet.” 


| shake my head. “Life’s not easy.” 


“Tell me about it, if it was only for myself | wouldn’t mind, 
but my kid, Stevie, he’s not too well, and | want a better life 
for him.” 


“How old is he?” 
“Five, going on fifty.” She laughs. 
“And where is he now?” 


She narrows her eyes, “Hey, you're not from the social 
services, are you?” 


| hold up my hands and laugh, “No, ma’am, just interested.” 


Sandra relaxes again. “He’s alright, one of my neighbors 
keeps an eye on him.” 


Poor kid, poor Stevie. | remember being left alone as a kid... 
being terrified. 


| decide to change the subject. 


“So, there's not much work around here? | noticed the store 
down the block is boarded up?” 


“Oh, that’s not closed, well, maybe temporarily. It was raided 
last night, the bastards. They’re good, hard-working 
people... Mr. Miller owns the liquor store, trying to make a 
decent living for his family, only to have that happen. Some 
people are just scum. It sounds cold, but I’m glad they hit on 
the store rather than this place. I’d have been terrified.” 


The door opens, and new customers walk in, and the 
conversation is over. 


Some people are scum... and I’m one of them. 


| stay in the diner for a couple of hours, drinking coffee and 
reading the papers, watching the people come and go. | 

have nothing else to do and want to bide my time to see if 
the store re-opens... to see if | can get a glimpse of my girl. 


My girl... already in my mind, she belongs to me. 


The once empty streets are now busy as I step out onto the 
sidewalk. My heart is beating nervously at the thought of 
seeing her again, even though I haven’t a clue what | might 
say to her. 


Two men are standing outside the storefront as | approach, 
one younger and one older... obviously father and son by 
their appearance. They’re talking loudly, almost shouting as 
| walk by, and | slow my steps to catch their conversation. 
The younger man seems to be remonstrating the older. 


“I told you that Janine should never be left in the shop on 
her own, especially at night. | told you this would happen, 
and now it has. The poor girl was too upset to come in today. 
| told her to stay home.“ 


The older man looks blankly at his son. 


“What am | supposed to do? We're already losing money, 
and | can’t afford to pay anyone else. What else can | do?” 


The man shrugs as | pass, and as | walk away, the rest of 
their conversation is lost. 


Janine... her name is Janine... Janine Miller. Suddenly putting 
a name to the face makes my fantasy a reality, but my heart 
is heavy, | won’t see her today. It all feels a bit hopeless, but 
then an idea strikes me... perhaps there is something | can 
do for her, after all... to make amends? 


As | walk back towards the motel, a plan starts to form in my 
mind. If | can get back the money from the raid last night, | 
could give it back to Janine and her father to make 
atonement for my part in the whole sordid business. It would 
have to be done anonymously, of course, but where to start? 


I’ve no real plan as | head back to the bar. It’s where | met 
Mike, and he said | should go there if ever | needed any more 
work... 


I’m on my second drink when | hear a familiar voice behind 
me. 


“Hey, Ed. Fancy doin’ a little more business?” 
| smile, so far, So good. 


He invites me into the headquarters of their gang... a stale 
smelly room at the back of the bar. | recognize four of the 
guys, all thick-set with the same dull expressions. A guy | 
don’t recognize sits behind a cheap desk, shaved head, 
overweight and ugly. | guess he’s the boss. He narrows his 
eyes at me as we enter. 


“Who's this?” he barks, his shoulders tensing. 
“Relax, Tony. It’s just Ed, our new driver,” Mike butts in. 


“Well, Ed, | might just have another little job for you, you 
know the little Italian restaurant, ‘Luciano’s’ just out of 
town?” Tony gives me a hard stare. 


| don’t, but | nod anyway. 

“Bring the car there about midnight tomorrow. OK?” 
| nod. 

He eyes me suspiciously. 


“You'll need to get some gas, here, take this. Fill her up and 
take the rest for your trouble.” 


Opening a drawer, he takes out an envelope stuffed with 
cash and hands me a hundred dollars, before stuffing the 
rest back. 


“And remember, | trust you. If you can’t be trusted, then 
you’re a dead man.” 

He isn’t joking. 

With business concluded, we all head back to the bar, and 
drinks are ordered all round, followed by more and more, 
until my five companions are slurring and worse for wear. 
Meanwhile, I’ve kept a clear head, playing along and slowly 
sipping my beer. 

When | see that they’re well into their cups, | head for the 
can, making a quick detour to the ‘office.’ | need to be 
quick... if I'm seen, I’m a dead man. 


My heart is racing as | step over to the desk, and | can feel 
the sweat on my brow. The desk drawer is locked, but the 
wood is cheap, and with a bit of leverage from my trusty 
pocketknife, | break the lock, open the drawer and remove 
the cash in one swift move. 


| close the drawer, and you would never know it’s been 
forced open, and | quickly rejoin the others. They didn’t 
even notice I’d been gone. Like taking candy from a baby. 


| stay for another hour. Luckily, all the gang heads off home 
not long after, so no one will notice the missing money until 
tomorrow... and as they say, tomorrow is another day... 


Back in the motel room, | count the money. There’s several 
thousand here and undoubtedly much more than was stolen. 


Sealing up the envelope, | write her name on the front and 
wait until dark before posting it through the door of the 
liquor store. 


CHAPTER 2 


Janine 


I’m really scared to go back to work, but dad needs me in 
the shop. It was horrible, and | keep having nightmares 
about it. The police interviewed me, but | was so panicked, | 
couldn’t remember a thing. The men wore black masks 
anyway, and there was really nothing to tell. Dad quizzed 
me first to see if there was anything | might have picked up 
on, and he told me it was best not to say too much to the 
police. There’s quite a bit of damage to the shop, but Dad 
doesn’t seem to mind... he says that the insurance will cover 
it. 

When I open up | have to push the door to get in as 
something seems stuck behind it. | bend down and pick up a 
thick envelope with my name on the front. There’s no stamp 
or address, just my name written in capital letters in black 
ink across the white paper. 


| tear the envelope open, and at first, | think it’s a joke... 
some kind of sick joke. | pull out a thick stack of fifty dollar 
bills, there must be hundreds if not thousands of dollars in 
this one envelope. My heart starts to race, thinking back to 
the robbery...why would someone hold up this place only to 
give the money back? | suddenly feel guilty, almost as if | 
have stolen the money. A man walks past the window and 
smiles at me, | don’t recognize him, maybe he's just friendly, 
but the money suddenly feels hot in my hands, and | stuff 
the envelope behind the counter and out of sight. | need to 
call dad and tell him. 


Dad seems as nonplussed as I am. | ask him if he’s going to 
tell the police, but he just says that he will sort it out and 


not to mention the money to anyone, not even my brother. It 
seems wrong, somehow, but when | try and ask more 
questions, my dad just tells me to leave it, that he doesn’t 
have the answers. 


The morning goes by slowly, and I’m tempted to close up 
when a man comes into the shop. | recognize him as the 
man from the morning, the one with a friendly smile. He has 
nice eyes too, deep and blue, his hair, dark and unruly with 
a few grey ones around the temples, and despite feeling 
tired, | can feel my heart start to quicken, and something 
inside me stirs. It’s not that he’s my usual type... and it’s not 
as if I'm free to choose... dad has seen to that. This guy is 
sort of rugged looking. He could seem quite mean if it wasn’t 
for his eyes and his smile, of course, he has a kind of ‘don’t 
mess with me’ type of look. He's well built, strong, and 
muscular looking... quite a bit older than me, but the kind of 
man that looks as though he could take care of a woman, 
look after her. 


As he smiles, | definitely feel something pass between us. | 
look down shyly, it would be useless to start anything. Fora 
moment, he doesn’t speak, just stares at me, and | feel the 
color creeping into my face under his gaze. 


“Can |help you, sir?” 


“Oh, yes...” he shakes his head as if waking himself up and 
stares blankly at the shelves. 


“Um, what can you recommend?” 
| shake my head and laugh. “Well, what are you looking for?” 


He seems unsure and glances around at the bottles lining 
the shelves. 


“Erm, vodka, a bottle of vodka?” 


| laugh again, “We stock ten types of vodka, which do you 
prefer?” 


| can see that he’s struggling, and | wonder if he came in 
here to buy a drink at all? 


“Oh, sorry. What do you recommend?” 


“Well, there’s Grey Goose, it’s a bit more expensive than 
some of the others, but it’s worth it.” 


“I'll take a bottle.” 


| take a bottle from the shelf and wrap it for him, his eyes 
never leaving me. 


“That'll be $28.50.” 


He hands me a fifty-dollar bill, and it reminds me of the 
envelope of money posted through the door. | take the cash, 
but he holds onto it for just a brief second too long, looking 
deep into my eyes. It’s a weird feeling, almost like I’m being 
hypnotized. | blush beneath his stare, a warm and fuzzy 
feeling filling my stomach. 


As he heads towards the door, | get a sinking feeling. It’s 
ridiculous, | Know, but somehow I’m sorry to see him go. I’ve 
never seen him before, and | guess I'll never see him again. 
Then, just as he’s about to step out of the door and out of 
my life forever, he turns towards me and speaks. 


“Come for a drink with me after work tonight?” It’s nota 
question, more like an order, and one that | really don’t want 
to refuse. 


Things are complicated though, and there’s no way | can go 
out after work tonight, dad has already seen to that, and I’m 
already entertaining one of his ‘friends’. 


He stands there, this stranger in the doorway, waiting for my 
response, his steely eyes upon me, and there’s something 
about him that | can’t refuse, something wild and untamed 
that excites me. 


“| can’t see you tonight, but how about a coffee at 
lunchtime? We close for an hour between 1 and 2, and 


there’s a nice little café | know a few blocks from here - 
Romano’s - real Italian coffee made by real Italians. Do you 
know it?” 


Suddenly his serious face breaks out into a smile, and it’s 
like he is a different man... a real Jekyll and Hyde. 


He shakes his head and laughs. “No, but l'Il find it. I’ll see 
you at 1.” 


With that, he steps out of the door and is already out of sight 
when I realize that | don’t even know his name. It’s foolish, | 
know, and if dad ever finds out that I’m meeting a strange 
man for lunch, all hell will break out. | suddenly start to 
panic, | don’t really know what came over me, but it’s too 
late now. Maybe | won’t have that coffee... | can always just 
pop into the café and tell him that I’ve changed my mind. 


The morning drags on, and | watch the clock as the minutes 
slowly tick by. | can’t help but feel the excitement mount 
inside me as 1 o'clock approaches, and as | lock the door 
and put out the ‘closed for lunch’ sign, | keep having to tell 
myself that | mustn’t have that coffee, that l'Il only go to the 
café for a few moments to say that I can’t stay. 


He’s already seated when | arrive, and my stomach does a 
somersault at the sight of him, my resolve already 
weakening. | must be strong.... This is no good. 


| approach his table in the window, he’s sipping on an 
espresso, and instinctively looks up as if he knows I’m 
there... those piercing blue eyes looking straight into my 
soul. | open my mouth to speak, to tell him that | can’t stay, 
but he’s already summoning the waitress. 


“What can I get you?” 


He smiles, suggestively, and I’m caught in his spell, my 
knees so weak that | have to sit down. 


“Erm, a Cappuccino...please?” 


| could kick myself, but he’s so handsome... how could any 
girl refuse such a man? 


“I... [don’t even know your name...” 
“It's Ed.” 


Ed, a great name and it suits him, a rugged kind of name for 
a rugged kind of guy. 


“I’m Janine...” | hold out my hand rather formally, and he 
laughs. 


| can hardly believe I’m doing this, | feel all jittery inside. If 
my dad finds out, he'll go ballistic, but despite my resolve 
and the dangers associated with it, | stay. 


“So,” he says, fixing those blue eyes of his on me, “is this a 
decent neighborhood to live in?” 


| shake my head. | vow not to tell him about the raid, but 
there’s something about this guy, something about the way 
he looks straight into my soul that makes me want to tell 
him everything about myself, all of my fears, all of my 
worries... as if | can be safe with him. 


“It used to be a good place to live when | was growing up, 
but over the past few years, it’s really gone downhill. Some 
armed men robbed the store the other day, and | was so 
terrified...” | try and steel myself, try not to get upset, but 
it’s the first time, since the police, that I’ve actually spoken 
about it and | feel the tears start to well up in my eyes. | 
blink like crazy to stop the tears from falling, but it’s too 
late. 


“Hey...”, he places a large hand over mine and looks deeply 
into my eyes. “That’s a terrible thing to happen, a beautiful 
young girl like you shouldn’t be left in a store all alone.” 


| want to tell him how I long to escape this town, how I hate 
my life, but instead, | shrug, “Things are difficult at the 
moment. Dad can’t afford to pay anyone else.” 


The waitress brings my drink, and I use it as an excuse to 
change the subject, | don’t want to think about my life 
anymore. 


“So, you’re new in town?” | sip my cappuccino and notice 
that my hands are shaking. 


He nods, “Yeah, | arrived a few days ago looking for work... 
looking for a place to settle.” He points his words at me, his 
hand still on mine, and as he speaks, | feel its warmth, its 
weight, almost as if he is holding me. 

“Look, there’s something | should say... |...” 

“You have a boyfriend?” his eyes don’t leave mine, and 
neither does his hand. 

“Well,” | feel myself squirm under his gaze, “it’s not so much 
as | have a boyfriend, but my dad has plans for me.” 

| want to leave it at that, but Ed raises an eyebrow, and | feel 
compelled to say more. 

“It’s complicated... you see, dad has this friend, and he has 
this arrangement...” 


Suddenly his eyes grow dark as if a storm has blown across 
them, and his brow furrows. | feel his hand tighten around 
mine. 


“And how do you feel about this arrangement?” He almost 
spits the word out. 


| shake my head in response and pull my hand away. 
“As | say, it’s complicated.” 


We sit in silence for a moment. | can tell he’s disappointed... 
so am |. If things were different, Ed would definitely be my 
type of guy. 

“Look, | think | better leave.” 

| stand, but he grabs my arm. 


“Don’t go.” It’s almost a command, but then | feel him soften 
a little. 


“At least finish your drink, and | promise not to ask any more 
awkward questions” He flashes me a wide, sexy grin, and | 
can’t help but smile back. It breaks the feeling of 
awkwardness, and | sit down again. 


“So, do you come here often?” 
| laugh. “No, | don’t usually have the time.” 


“Mmmm, then | must be special?” | can see by his eyes that 
he’s teasing me. 


“I wouldn’t say that...you’re more of an exception.” 
Ed pretends to be crestfallen for a moment. 


“Well, | guess that’s better than nothing, but seriously, what 
do you do, | want to know everything about you?” 


He’s smiling, and although I laugh, something stirs within 
me, this guy really means it. 


“Well, | love horses, have since | was a little girl. I’d really 
like to have my own, but | have no where to keep it, and 
even if | did, | couldn't afford to keep one. You know, | used 
to dream about living on a ranch, with a rocking chair on the 
porch, a little picket fence, having stables... even my own 
riding school, but what’s the point of dreaming... it’s never 
going to happen.” 


“Hey, never stop dreaming... never give up hope... you 
never know. Let’s drink to finding our dreams.” 


Ed raises his cup to mine. “To dreams.” 


It’s funny, but although I know it’s hopeless, for a split 
second, | almost believe him. 


As | raise my cup, Ed seems distracted by something at the 
window. I turn to look, and my heart almost stops. It’s my 


dad, and he’s looking straight at us, and he’s definitely not 
pleased. 


My mood changes immediately. 
“It’s my dad, look | have to go.” 


“Maybe we can pick back up over coffee tomorrow?” He 
looks at me hopefully, but | shake my head. 


“Sorry, that’s impossible. | should never have come here in 
the first place.” 


“Perhaps | can speak to your dad?” 


“No,” | snap back rather too quickly, “that would only make 
things worse. I’m sorry.” 


It almost breaks my heart to leave, but | grab my coat and 
bag and rush out of the café to where dad is waiting. I’m in 
for it now. 


CHAPTER 3 


Ed 


| watch as Janine rushes out the door, feeling confused. | 
want to get up and follow her, but I restrain myself. | don’t 
want to make life harder for her than it already seems to be, 
but there’s no way I’m going to give up just yet. Her dad isa 
small, wiry man, and as she approaches him, | can see that 
he’s already shouting at her, pointing through the window to 
where I’m sitting. My hand starts to itch as | feel my anger 
rise... | could just punch him smack in the face for treating 
his daughter like that. | can imagine the sort of arrangement 
he has with his so-called friend, and the thought makes me 
sick. After just meeting the girl, | already know she’s mine, 
and the idea of her being with another man makes my blood 
boil. There has to be a way to make her mine, and I’m sure 
she feels the same way about me, | just Know it. Even the 
touch of her hand made me hard, and I want more 


| sit and have another coffee, | mean what else have | got to 
do? | watch the world pass by in front of the window, trying 
to think of ways to win her over. If | can get her alone just 
one more time, I’m sure | can do it. It’s as I’m sitting, staring 
out of the window and thinking about Janine and her green 
eyes that | see a man staring at me. He’s wearing a long coat 
and hat, | can’t really see his face, and as | watch him, he 
walks away. | don’t know why, but I have this funny feeling 
that he’s watching me. | think immediately back to the 
money | stole from Tony and the gang, perhaps they already 
know it’s me, and I’m a marked man? 


I'll have to play it cool, keep my wits about me. | still have 
the job to pick up Tony tonight... have to try and act as 


normal as possible. | wait until the guy is out of sight before 
leaving the café. | think about heading straight back to the 
motel, but change my mind, and instead, set off in the 
direction of the bar. | may as well suss out the situation, and 
| reckon a guilty man would never return to the scene of the 
crime. 


As soon as | enter the bar, | can tell something is up, you can 
cut the tension with a butter knife. The first person | see is 
Mike, and he waves me over. 


“I’m glad you showed up, the Boss wants to see you.” 

My heart starts to thump, but I try to act cool. 

“Oh?” 

Mike shrugs, “You won’t have heard. Someone broke into the 
office last night and stole some money. The boss wants to 


speak to everyone. He’s in there now, but I warn you, he’s 
not in a good mood.” 


| knock on the office door, waiting for admittance like a 
naughty schoolboy. I’m anything but a coward, but if Tony 
suspects me, I’m a dead man. 


He grunts for me to come in, and | find him sitting behind 
his desk, smoking a fat cigar and surrounded by a cloud of 
smoke so thick | can barely see him. 


“Sit down.” He indicates to the one chair set up in front of 
his desk. 


Although Tony is a small man, he leans across his desk like a 
prizefighter. 


“So Ed, you show up only two days ago and then last night 
my office gets broken into, and | had something of value 
taken. Now, if you was in my shoes, what would you be 
thinking?” 


| shrug and open my mouth to speak, not Knowing quite 
what to Say. 


“Listen, Tony. | had no idea until Mike told me just now...” 
Tony holds up his hand to stop me mid-sentence. 


“Ah, don’t whine, Ed. | know it wasn’t you, | was just testing. 
You were drinking with us in the bar last night, so | know it 
couldn't be you. Between you and me, Chuck, at the bar, 
owes me money, and | have my suspicions. Just keep your 
eyes and ears wide open for me, Ed. If you hear anything, 
there could be a little reward in this for you. Now don’t 
forget, you’re picking me up at midnight tonight, 
Luciano’s... you know it? It’s my brother's place.” 


| still don’t, but | nod and make my way to leave. As | open 
the door, he shouts back to me. 


“Hey Ed, don’t ever cross me, yeah. | don’t like men who 
cross me.” 


A wave of relief floods over me as | walk back to the motel. | 
could take on Tony, no sweat, but not the rest of his gang. 
His men are the kind that shoot first and ask questions later. 
Once again, | allow my thoughts to drift back to Janine. She’s 
a stunner, and | don’t think she even knows it. | bet that 
brute of a dad has kept her on a short chain all her life... all 
the better for me, | kinda like to think of Janine as unspoiled 
and pure. The thought gives me an instant hard on, and I’m 
just fantasizing about fucking her when I round the corner to 
the motel and see the guy in the long coat and hat again. He 
doesn’t see me, in fact, he’s facing the other way, but | know 
it’s him... | would recognize that hat anywhere. He’s 
standing right outside my door, and | watch as he walks up 
and knocks. After waiting a moment for a reply, he gets out 
a little notebook, writes something down, and moves on. | 
hide until he’s out of sight again before moving quickly 
inside. 

My mind is racing...who is this guy, and what does he want? 
| know I’ve not lived a blameless life, anything but, yet who 
would have me followed? | don’t owe anyone... I’m not 


wanted by the Police... I've done my time for that. It doesn’t 
bode well, whatever he wants can’t be anything good. 
Perhaps if | lie low for a while, he'll go away? 


| stay in the rest of the day, disturbed by the stranger. 
Occasionally | peer out of the window, but he doesn’t return. 
It’s a long wait until midnight, so | take a rest, lie on the bed 
and imagine Janine lying next to me. | can just imagine the 
feel of her breasts, the silkiness of her long, black hair, and 
the tightness of her pussy. | have to find a way to make her 
mine. 


Afternoon turns to night, and eventually, | set off for the bar 
to pick up the limo. There’s no trace of the guy from earlier 
hanging around, and | hope that’s the last l'Il see of him. It’s 
only a 15 minute ride out of town to Luciano’s, and I’m there 
in no time at all. This is a quick job, easy money, and no 
danger. It’s only a quarter to midnight, and | park the car 
and switch on the radio, lying back in the deep leather seat. 
If | had Tony’s money, | would much prefer a neat little sports 
car, rather than this outdated status symbol. It sums Tony up 
all over... small man... small dick. 


A David Bowie song starts up, and | can’t believe the lyrics, 
‘My love, Janine, I’m helpless for your smile...’ 


| close my eyes, and she’s in my head, those green eyes and 
long dark hair... it’s true, I’m helpless. 


| open my eyes at the sound of voices and sit up in time to 
see Tony walking over with a woman on his arm. It’s dark, 
and | can only tell it’s Tony by his stature. The woman at his 
side towers over him, she obviously makes him feel like a big 
man. 


It’s only as they get closer that | recognize the woman. My 
mouth goes dry, it’s Janine! Without thinking, | almost get 
out of the car, and I’m glad when Tony opens the door for 

her. | stay in the driver’s seat, feeling the tension mount in 


my body. Janine looks stunning, long legs, tiny skirt, low cut 
top, she’s perfect in every way. | see the way Tony touches 
her as he helps her into the car, and | feel my blood start to 
boil, how dare he touch her. 


It’s a good thing there’s a blacked-out glass partition 
between the driver and back seat, or Janine would have seen 
me instantly. It would do me no good if Tony guessed there 
was something between us. The least he knows, the better. It 
all makes sense now, well part of it does. This must be 
Janine's dad’s business friend, the one he has his little 
‘arrangement’ with. But if that’s the case, why did Tony carry 
out the armed robbery on his store? | kick myself for being 
naive, it’s obviously some insurance scam. Poor Janine, | feel 
sorry for the kid, like a lamb to the slaughter, and | grit my 
teeth, trying not to think of what might be happening in the 
back seat. | swear I'll kill Tony if | see him lay a finger on her. 


Tony shouts the instructions of where to drop them off, and | 
wonder whether he'll be taking her home. | can’t make out 
what’s happening in the back seat, so | switch on the 
intercom... and although I don’t want to know what’s 
happening, | NEED to know. | hear Tony whispering 
something to her, but she replies with short, one word 
answers. | guess Tony’s not having much luck. After a while 
he tries again, | can hear his voice, as slippery as oil and her 
voice growing louder and louder. Janine obviously doesn’t 
like whatever it is he’s saying or worse still... doing. I’m 
helpless, so | do the only thing | can and swerve quickly in 
the road and come to a halt, feeling the couple in the back 
jolt forward. 


“Hey, what the fuck!” Tony screams at me through the 
partition. 


“Sorry, boss, there was a dog on the road.” | stifle a smile... 
at least I’ve cooled his jets for a while, and we’re almost 
there. Janine is safe for the moment, but for how long? 


When I pull onto a rather shabby looking street, | guess it’s 
not where Tony lives, and at least now | know where to find 
Janine when she’s not in the store. | watch through the 
mirror as her long legs stretch out of the car, thinking about 
her soft thighs and wondering if Tony has tasted her 
delights. Such thoughts make my blood boil, and | have to 
grip tightly onto the steering wheel to prevent myself from 
even thinking about getting out of the car and punching his 
lights out. Janine storms off quickly towards her house, and 
I’m pleasantly surprised but relieved when he asks me to 
wait... running after her before she makes it to the door. | 
watch Tony like a hawk, watching his every move through 
the side mirror. If he lays one finger on her, l'Il be out of this 
car like a shot. He finally catches up, and | see him gesture 
towards her as he starts to move a little closer. Janine’s not 
having any of it, she unlocks the door quickly and steps 
inside suddenly without a further words, slamming the door 
shut in his face. Well, | guess that means | don’t have a love 
rival. 


As Tony gets back into the limo, he pulls the glass partition 
to one side. “ Women, huh,” he shrugs, pulling a fat cigar 
from his jacket pocket, “you take them out, buy them an 
expensive meal, champagne, presents, and what do you get 
in return? A door in your face. Mind you, it’s worth the wait. 
That is some sweet eighteen year old pussy waiting for me.” 


He sits back in the seat, closes his eyes, and puffs on his 
cigar. At least | don’t have to talk to the fucker. I’m red with 
rage, my heart’s pounding, but all | can do is drive. | try and 
focus, so he hasn’t tasted Janine yet. She’s an eighteen-year- 
old possible virgin... and I’m more than double her age. My 
cock has a life of its own and presses uncomfortably in the 
confines of my jeans. | have to make her mine. 


| drive Tony back to his place, a swanky monstrosity just on 
the outskirts of town, like some mafioso. | wonder how many 
men have been killed, how many robberies and deals have 


taken place to pay for this. We drive through high-security 
electronic gates, and as he leaves me, he stuffs a handful of 
bills into my hand before making his way inside. 


| drive back to the bar where the car is kept, much handier 
for the drivers who ferry Tony about. I’m tired and want to go 
to bed to dream about Janine, but | decide to go inside for a 
quick drink. Mike’s still sitting up at the bar, and he claps 
me on the shoulder as | join him. 


“Hey, Amigo,” he calls ... he’s had one too many already, 
and | order a whiskey. 


“I've just dropped Tony off,” | explain, “and his lady friend.” 


Mike snorts into his beer. “Now there’s a woman that needs a 
good fuck. I’d give her one, given half the chance.” 


| take a deep breath and sip my whiskey slowly through my 
teeth, trying to ignore his last comment. My blood is still 
high at seeing her with Tony. 


“So, what’s the deal with Tony, the girl didn’t seem too 
keen.” 


Mike rolls his eyes. “Don’t ever let the boss hear you say 
that. He’s going to marry her, although the poor girl doesn’t 
know it yet, so keep it to yourself.” 


| almost choke on my drink. 
“You’ve gotta be joking?” 


He shakes his head. “Tony made a deal with her dad, got him 
out of some financial troubles in exchange for his daughter. 
The lucky bastard. Fancy fucking a tight little eighteen year 
old cunt every night.” 


I've heard enough... the whiskey has added fuel to the anger 
that’s already brewing inside of me. | want to knock Mike 
into oblivion, and my hands curl up into fists ready to fight, 
but instead, | slam my glass down onto the bar, and as | 


leave, | kick the stool from under him, sending the poor guy 
crashing onto the floor. Serves the fucking idiot, right. 


CHAPTER 4 


Janine 


| can’t stand the thought of Tony Rossi touching me, let 
alone kissing me. | manage to get through the evening with 
him, but only just. | don’t know what kind of deal my dad 
has with him, but I’ve had enough. He’s been touchy-feely 
all night, especially in the car. If it hadn’t been for the driver, 
Tony would’ve had me in a clinch in the back seat of his 
limo. He even tried to run after me, but | wasn’t having any 
of it. The guy gives me the creeps. 


| slam the door behind me, and it wakes dad up who’s fallen 
asleep in the kitchen waiting up for me. On hearing the 
door, he walks into the hallway, expecting to see Tony. 


He must tell by my body language that I’m not happy, and 
he pulls a face. 


“What happened?” | can tell by the way he folds his arms 
that he has little concern for me. “I don’t like him, dad, Tony 
Rossi’s a creep. | don’t want to go out with him anymore, 
he’s just a dirty old man.” 


Dad’s eyes widen, and then he scowls at me. 
“It’s that man you were with at the café today, isn’t it?” 


| think about Ed, in fact, I’ve thought of little else, and 
although | don’t say anything, my face must give me away, 
because he grabs me by the arms and shakes me. 


“Listen, Janine. Tony Rossi has been good to me, you know | 
promised him....” Dad looks sheepish for a moment. 


“What exactly did you promise him, dad, because I’ve just 
been stuck in the back of his limo, and he tried to make a 


pass at me. It was gross, I’m not going out with him 
anymore.” 


| stamp my foot and feel the tears well up in my eyes. | don’t 
want to cry and bite my lip. 


“Listen to me, girl. l'm your father, and you will do as | say. 
Without Tony Rossi, we wouldn’t have a roof over our heads, 
and | wouldn't even have a business. It’s not just me that 
owes Tony, so do you.” 


“But everyone knows he’s a thug, dad, Tony, and his men 
have a violent reputation, how can you let me go out with a 
guy like that?” 

Dad sighs for a moment, and he looks tired... old and sad. 
Something’s been bothering him for a while now, and | think 
the strain is finally getting to him. 


He looks me straight in the eye. “Well, you’ll have to get 
used to it, girl, because you're going to marry him.” 


I’m left speechless as | watch dad walk away. All of the fight 
and anger seems to have been replaced by a strange 
numbness. | can’t feel anything, | can’t even talk. All | can 
do is stand there and think.../’™ going to marry Tony Rossi? 
It can’t be true, but now everything falls into place, why he’s 
been hanging around here the last few weeks, why I’ve 
suddenly had to start going out with him. | thought it was 
nothing more than to provide him with some arm candy, 
make him look like some Italian Stallion, rather than the 
pathetic little man he is. | didn’t realize it was anything more 
sinister... how could my dad have sold me off like that as 
part of some business deal? 


| start to wonder how cheaply | was bought, how much debt 
my dad was in for him to stoop so low. Gradually my senses 
come back, and | start to feel angry again. It’s no use 
arguing with dad, not tonight. Instead, | lock myself in my 
room and cry until | have no more tears left. Eventually, | 


drift off to sleep, and | have a terrible dream where I’m with 
Ed, and we're walking down by the river. It’s a perfect day, 
blue skies and the sun is shining. Suddenly clouds cover the 
sun, and someone calls my name. As | turn around, the sun 
is almost blacked out, like an eclipse, and | see Tony and his 
henchmen standing behind us, guns in hand. Ed hasn’t seen 
them, and I shout at him to get down, but I’m too late. 
Almost, as if in slow motion, Tony and his men fire. | almost 
see the bullets whizz past me, straight into Ed. He calls my 
name as he falls onto the floor, his eyes on mine until his 
last... 


| wake up in a panic, my heart beating fast. The dream was 
so upsetting that | have tears streaming down my cheeks. 
Worse than that, | suddenly remember my dad’s words last 
night. Marrying Tony Rossi is a reality worse than any 
nightmare. | can barely force myself out of bed, but | know 
that | have to. | can’t afford to make dad angry, and | have to 
think of a way out of this. | dry my tears, they certainly won’t 
help. At least dad’s already left the house, and | don’t have 
to face any more questions. 


It’s a quiet day in the store, and time passes slowly. | rack 
my brain thinking of a way to get out of marrying Tony... 
every time | think about him, | feel sick. How could my dad 
have done such a thing? Deep in my heart, | Know why. 
Business has been so slow lately, and | know dad has debts, 
I’ve heard him arguing late into the night with my brother 
about money, or at least the lack of it. But how could he 
have sold his only daughter? That’s the only way I can see it. 


I’m so lost in thought that | don’t notice the door open, and 
a customer walk in. I look up and almost rub my eyes in 
disbelief, it’s Ed...l thought | would never see him again. 
Despite my despair, | can’t help but smile, and once again, 
my heart starts to flutter in excitement. 


“Hello,” he drawls. “You left so suddenly yesterday, that | 
thought I’d see if you were okay?” 


“I'm fine,” | lie, having to look away from his intense blue- 
eyed stare. 


“It’s just that, well, you seemed kind of upset yesterday, and 
then when your dad appeared...” 


| look back up to him, my eyes on his. 
“It’s complicated.” 


He laughs, “You already said...tell me about it. Look, if you’re 
in any trouble, perhaps | can help?” 


If only he knew... | want to tell him everything, but then | 
think back to my dream... Tony Rossi is a dangerous man. 


| shake my head. “I’m sorry.” 


Ed stands there for a moment, just looking at me. He’s not a 
man to be easily put off. 


“That’s a shame, | was hoping to take you out, somewhere 
nice, somewhere we won’t be seen?” 


It’s tempting. Perhaps there’s a small chance that Ed can 
help me... maybe it’s my only chance. Dad’s away on 
business this weekend, and my brother looks after the store 
on Saturday...perhaps? 


| look back up into those bright blue eyes. Ed seems like a 
man that can handle himself, someone that might be able to 
protect me. 


“I might be able to come out this weekend?” 
He flashes me a wide grin. “Great. l'Il pick you up here on 
Saturday at 10?” 


| shake my head. “No. We might be seen. It’s better if | meet 
you somewhere out of town, maybe down by the river near 
the old boatyard? There’s usually only kids playing there, 
and we shouldn’t be seen?” 


He promises to meet me, and with a final smile, he leaves. 


As | watch him walk away, my heart sinks. This is a very 
dangerous game to be playing...have | done the right thing? 


CHAPTER 5 


Ed 


| thought it might be harder to convince Janine, but | can tell 
that she’s not happy. Hopefully, she’ll confide in me this 
weekend. Every time | see her, she takes my breath away, 
and it just makes me want her all the more. | can’t wait to 
kiss her, hold that soft, slim body to mine... | ache for her. 


| can hardly wait to get her alone, and my mind goes into 
overdrive, but l'Il have to take things slowly. | want to show 
her a good time, but there’s one small problem... money. | 
used up most of the cash Tony gave me to pay for the motel 
into next week, and | need some more and quick. There’s 
only one thing for it. 


| go back to the bar, hoping to see Mike and ask if there’s 
likely to be any more work, but the place is deserted... even 
the barman is outside, having a smoke. | go into the 
backroom, the ‘office,’ hoping to find someone there. | knock 
and wait, but all is quiet. | wait a moment before pushing 
against the door. | expect it to be locked, but to my 
amazement, it swings open. The room is deserted, and | turn 
to go, but then a thought strikes me. 


| move quickly over to the desk and pull on the drawer - it’s 
still busted from a few days ago and opens easily. Inside 
there’s a cash box. There’s no time to open it here, | grab it, 
and make for a quick exit, my heart pounding. If anyone 
sees me, I've had it. 


Luckily, the place is still empty, and | tiptoe quietly out into 
the street and walk quickly away. 


| don’t realize how quick my heart is racing, and when I’m 
out of sight of the bar, | stop and catch my breath. That was 
a stupid thing to do, but | need the money for Janine. Once | 
get a legit job, things will be different, and | swear to myself 
that after this, | will find a decent job. If I’m to have any 
chance with Janine, then | have no option. 


When | get back to the hotel, | bust open the cash box. It’s 
not a fortune, about five hundred dollars, but enough to 
show her a good time, and perhaps buy me a new set of 
clothes, maybe have a haircut to look more presentable. 


| go back to the bar that night. Staying away will only arouse 
suspicion. There’s still no sign of Mike, but the place is full, 
and | take a stool at the bar and have a beer. | ask Joe, one of 
the bartenders, where Tony and the boys are. It seems 
they’re away on business, and | wonder if it’s the same 
business as Janine’s dad? At least that keeps me safe fora 
few days. | shout goodnight to Joe, making sure he sees that 
| go out through the main entrance, and not round the back 
near the office, just in case he mentions | was here to Tony. 


Saturday morning finally arrives, and I’m up early. | want to 
make sure everything goes well. Today has to be perfect to 
show Janine just how | feel about her and give her 
confidence in me for the future. All I’ve thought about in the 
last few days is being alone with Janine. | shower, and as the 
hot water bursts onto my skin, an image of a naked and wet 
Janine pops into my head. | imagine soaping her silky 
breasts, her wet hair streaming down her back. God, | can 
hardly bear it, my cock is hard and bursting and holding my 
Shaft firmly, it doesn’t take me long, ribbons of cum gushing 
against the water. 


At least my excitement is cooled for a while, but | know as 
soon as | see her again l'Il be rock hard. | pull on some new 
jeans, boots, and shirt, bought for the occasion, and for once 
in my life, | look respectable. | laugh back at my image... I’ve 


only just met Janine, hardly know her, yet look how she’s 
changed me. | don’t let the fact that it’s all bought on stolen 
money cloud the occasion... besides, it wasn’t as if Tony had 
worked hard for it, and five hundred dollars is just peanuts 
to him. 


It’s several miles out of town to the river, but | decide to 
walk. It’s a beautiful day, and I could do with some time to 
settle my mind before | see her, and | need to pick up a few 
things from town so we can have a picnic. I’m unsure of what 
to tell her about my past, but | decide in the end to be 
honest... it’s the only way forward. 


I’m early, and the old boatyard is deserted, just as she said it 
would be, with a few kids playing in the disused buildings, 
and it reminds me of when | was a kid left all day to my own 
devices. | swear, if ever | have kids, they'll be looked after 
properly. It’s funny, I’d never thought about being a dad 
before, it had never even crossed my mind, but since 
meeting Janine, a whole lotta my thinking seems to have 
changed. 


| place the bag containing the picnic items down in the 
shade... there’s a bottle of champagne in a cool bag, and | 
want it to stay cold. | glance at my watch, it’s already just 
past ten, and my heart skips a beat - what if she doesn’t 
come? What if she’s just not that keen on me or has had 
second thoughts? | haven't even thought of that possibility 
until now, and the thought depresses me. Somehow | can’t 
imagine a future without her. 


| wait another desperate twenty minutes, each second 
longer than the last until finally, she arrives. She’s wearing 
jeans and a white top, and with the sun behind her, it looks 
like a halo, my angel walking towards me. Maybe she will be 
the saving of me after all? 


She looks hot, | mean HOT. Her skin is slightly tanned and 
looks great against the white blouse. She’s smiling up at me 


as she approaches, and instinctively, | hold out my arms and 
give her a hug. Janine slips into my arms as if she belongs 
there, and | pull her slender body into mine, breathing her 
in. She smells exquisite, not like an expensive perfume, but 
with the freshness of flowers. My body responds in the only 
way it can, and | feel my cock lengthen, desperate to be 
inside her. | release her, not wanting her to feel how aroused 
lam, and as she moves away, | catch a glimpse down the 
opening of her top, the twin mounds of her breasts spilling 
over her bra. It’s almost torture but in a good way. 


“Hey,” | grab her hand. “You came, | thought you might have 
stood me up?” 


Blushing a little, she apologizes. 


“I’m so sorry, Ed. | should have been here early, but my dad 
was late leaving, and...” 


Her voice trails off, and | grab her other hand. 


“Don’t apologize, there’s no need. You’re here now, and you 
look amazing!” 


She blushes again, but | can tell my words please her, and 
her eyes shine with happiness. 


“I thought we might go to the coast? It’s a beautiful day and 
far enough out of town for us to relax. I’ve even bought us a 
picnic,” | indicate to the bag 


“| was thinking the same, we could catch the bus?” 


| laugh, “Catch the bus! Only the best for my lady, we'll hire 
a cab!” 


Janine laughs, as | make a mock bow before her, and as | 
pick up the bag, she takes my arm, and we walk together 
back to the main road to get a cab. It already feels like we’re 
a couple, we fit so well. | hold her close, possessively. She’s 
mine, and | want her to know it. 


It’s along and quite expensive forty mile journey to the 
coast, but it’s worth every cent. We sit in the back of the cab 
and enjoy the ride. 


| can tell she’s tense, the way she occasionally glances out 
of the window as if someone might see us at any time. | wish 
| could tell her that | know all about Tony, but I can’t, | have 
to wait until she feels comfortable enough to mention it to 
me. | don’t want her to know I’ve worked for him, especially 
now. As the miles pass, | finally see her shoulders sink, and 
as she relaxes, her body leans more against mine. | long to 
make a pass at her, grab her roughly in my arms, and kiss 
the lips off her beautiful face, but | can’t... not yet. It all has 
to be perfect. Instead, | hold her hand, like something from a 
high school romance, and I’m amazed at my control. Of 
course, my cock has a mind of its own and struggles for 
release, wanting her more than ever. 


She squeezes my hand as the ocean comes into view. “l 
haven't been here for years, not since | was a little girl.” 


“I bet you looked cute, all pigtails and freckles.” 


She pulls a face, “I was an ugly duckling... | wore glasses 
and braces.” 


| squeeze her hand tighter and look her square in the eyes. 


“Well, you're a beautiful swan now.” | almost kick myself for 
saying such a stupid thing, it’s the effect she has on me, but 
instead of laughing, she blushes. 


| tell the driver to carry on a little further around the coastal 
road, pass the busy areas. | know the place well, slept rough 
out on the dunes many summers ago. There’s a quiet little 
cove | know, that’s unseen from the main road and usually 
deserted. He stops, and | pay, and we both just stand 
together, breathing in the fresh sea air. 


| grab her hand again, “Come with me, | Know a little place.” 


We scramble over the dunes, and down a narrow coastal 
path, through a thicket of trees and out onto the other side. 
Janine gasps as we step out into the little cove. 


“It’s beautiful,” she whispers, almost lost for words. And it’s 
true, even more so, with Janine by my side. Everything is 
perfect, just as | had wanted it to be, except for one thing 
that is. At the far side of the cove, | can see a young couple, 
obviously with the same thoughts as me. 


“What’s the matter?” Janine looks up at my frowning face. 


“| wanted the place to ourselves.” | must sound like a spoiled 
kid, but I really just want to be alone with Janine. | want this 
to be ‘our’ place. 


“Just wait here a moment...” | gesture for her to stay put. 


“What are you going to do?” For a moment, she looks 
concerned, but | smile and wave her back and tell her not to 
worry. 


By the time I’ve walked over to the far side of the cove and 
then back to where Janine is waiting, the young couple have 
already packed up and are heading away. 


Her eyes are wide in amazement. “What on earth did you 
say to them?” 


“Oh, | just told them that you owned this beach and that if 
they didn’t move, you’d set the dogs on them.” 


She laughs, her teeth pearly white against the red of her 
lips, thumping me in the arm. 


“What did you really say?” 


| shrug and hold up my hands. “OK, | admit it. | gave them a 
hundred dollars to go away.” 


Janine looks even more surprised. 
“Really?” 
“Yes, really. | want you all to myself, now let’s get settled.” 


| find the ideal place for our picnic and unpack the blanket | 
bought, especially for the occasion, and also the chilled 
champagne. | prefer beer, but | can tell it’s a good choice, 
as her eyes light up. 


“Champagne, my favorite!” 


The cork pops, and she’s amazed as | bring out two glass 
champagne flutes, and pour out the golden bubbles. 


| hand her a glass, “Cheers, what shall we toast to?” 


As | raise my glass to hers, | see her eyes mist over, as if a 
dark cloud is covering the sun. 


“What’s wrong, is it something | said?” | put down my glass 
and move closer. The light in her eyes shifts, the color 
changing from green to blue as she looks for the words. 


“It’s just that I’m so happy,” she finally says. 
“So why the sad face then?” 
She shakes her head, and | can tell she’s fighting back tears. 


“It’s no use, Ed. It’s not that | don’t like you, just the 
opposite, it’s just my dad, and...” 


“And this little arrangement he has with his business 
friend?” 


She nods. 


“So, tell me about it?” | speak softly, encouraging her to 
open up to me. 


Her hand is shaking slightly, but eventually, she looks up, 
huge, sad eyes looking into mine. 


“My dad’s done a deal... you see, he was in debt, and this 
man, Tony, helped him out.” 


| nod but keep quiet. 
“In return, dad promised me to him.” 
“Promised?” | try and act calm. 


“Marriage.” She bites her lip, and | watch in fascination, 
thinking how soft her lips would be to kiss, but I try and 
concentrate on the matter at hand. 


| pretend to look shocked, and don’t have to try too hard as 
hearing the words come out of her mouth makes my 
stomach churn. 


“And | guess you don’t want to marry this... Tony?” 

She shakes her head. 

“He’s horrible, both on the inside and out, and | hate him.” 
“I guess he’s rich, though, if he helped your dad?” 


Janine almost snorts with laughter, “Oh, he’s rich all right, 
but only by stealing it, or worse from others. I’m sure he’s 
part of a violent gang, and | hate violence of any kind. | 
could never love anyone involved in that kind of thing. I’m 
not even sure that he wasn’t behind the raid at the store.” 


| shudder involuntarily at her words as a cold fear creeps 
into my heart. How can | be honest about my own past 
without fearing that l'Il lose her? If she finds out that I’d 
been the driver for Tony and his gang the night of the raid, 
she'll never trust me again. 


CHAPTER 6 


Janine 


| don’t want to spoil such a beautiful day, especially after all 
the trouble Ed has gone to, but | can’t help feeling sad. This 
would be perfect if it wasn’t for the fact that dad thinks I’m 
going to marry Tony Rossi. But as I’m sit there, Ed reaches 
out and takes me once again into his arms. | feel a little 
unsure at first, is it right for me to lead Ed on when things 
are so complicated... yet it feels so right? Ed is so strong, 
and as his big, manly arms wrap around me, | can’t help but 
feel safe. Automatically, | wrap my arms around him, feeling 
his sun warmed body against mine. It's only then that | let 
the tears fall, and sob silently into his shoulder. After a few 
moments, | feel his arms around me slacken, and he draws 
back a little to look at me and raises a finger to lightly wipe 
away my tears. 


“I’m sorry, everything’s so...” 
He brushes his fingers against my lips to quiet me. 
“Hey, no need to apologize. A few tears will do you good.” 


His fingers linger on my lips, and I can taste my salty tears. 
The mood has changed, and Ed looks at me differently, his 
ocean blues eyes almost misting over. It’s then that he 
moves closer, so close that | can feel his warm breath on my 
cheek... and then he kisses me. At first, his lips meet mine in 
almost a whisper, a ghost of a kiss, and | feel a quiver of 
pleasure run down my spine before his arms wrap around me 
once again, and he pulls me in possessively towards him. 
This time his lips crush against mine, and | feel as if | might 
suffocate with pleasure. | can taste the champagne on his 
lips, feel his passion... this bear of a man closing around me, 


his body pressing into mine. I’ve never been kissed by a 
man before, and it takes my breath away, his lips greedily 
sucking on mine like a babe at its mother's nipple. Then | 
feel his tongue, licking at the outline of my lips, exploring 
my mouth, flicking over my teeth before plundering my 
mouth. | bring my tongue to meet his, soft and slippery. Ed 
moves me around in his arms and pushes me down onto the 
picnic blanket, and | feel the weight of him pin me down. His 
breathing is hard, and | can feel his heart thumping in his 
chest. | can also feel his cock, rock hard, and erect in his 
jeans pushing against me. It sounds ridiculous, I’m eighteen 
years old, but I’ve never been so close to a man, and Ed is 
undoubtedly a real man... not like those my own age... 
they’re just silly boys in comparison. | like the feeling, Ed is 
so sexy he turns me on, and | feel an unfamiliar ache 
between my legs, that just seems to grow the more he kisses 
me. His hand strokes my hair and caresses the side of my 
face before tracing the curve of my neck. His mouth 
follows... his hot breath tracing down my skin before resting 
in the hollow at the base of my throat, while his hand moves 
lower over the white cotton of my blouse, cupping my breast 
in his hand. | moan with pleasure as he squeezes me, gently 
at first, but then more firmly until | let out a small cry of 
delight. My moans seem to encourage him further, Ed grunts 
in my ear in response before his hand finds the edge of my 
shirt and starts to wander underneath onto my bare skin. It’s 
so intimate, that fora moment, | panic and try and sit up. Ed 
opens his eyes, and | can see his desire. It turns me on and 
frightens me at the same time. 


“Are you Okay?” his hand lingers under my shirt. 


“What if someone sees us?” My heart is thumping loudly, 
just beneath his hand, and I’m sure he can feel it. 


He gives me a slow, sexy smile. “Don’t worry, that’s why | 
chose this spot. Look around you, the rocks will keep off any 
prying eyes, no one will spot us here.” 


It’s true, | hadn’t noticed before, but we’re sheltered on all 
sides, it’s a perfect spot for lovers. 


| nod but remain half propped up. 


“Ed, there’s something you need to know about me... I’ve 
never... | mean, | haven’t been this far before... I...” 


He brings his arms around my waist and draws me closer to 
him, “Hey, don’t worry. | won’t push things too far. Besides, 
you’re special, and you deserve more than this. When the 
time comes, l'Il treat you like a princess... | just need to get 
myself sorted out. But until then, there are a thing or two | 
can show you?” 


As he pushes me back onto the blanket, his eyes are full of 
desire. It seems strange, | hardly know this man, but | trust 
him and try to relax. 


He sits over me and starts to slowly undo the buttons on my 
shirt, his eyes never leaving mine. Reaching the last button, 
he opens my shirt, exposing my skin and I shiver, but not 
with cold. Ed just sits there, taking me in, eyeing my body 
greedily before reaching up to cup my breasts. His fingers 
work under my bra, pushing it up until my bare breasts are 
on display. A deep growl escapes his lips, an almost animal 
like sound as he grabs at my soft skin. I’m so sensitive that | 
arch my back in pure pleasure as he cups and squeezes the 
delicate skin, rolling and teasing a nipple between his 
fingers. It’s pleasure and pain all rolled up into one, and | 
squirm under his touch as if my skin is on fire. Moving my 
hands, he shifts them to my sides, pinning my arms so | 
can’t move, as he brings his mouth to my breast and starts 
to suck at one of my nipples. | can hardly bear the sensation, 
and the harder he sucks, the harder my nipple becomes. 


Just when | feel | can’t take anymore, he stops and moves to 
the next, sucking greedily until my small bud is red and 
swollen. 


His cock is growing harder and bigger and presses against 
me, and eventually, Ed has to sit up to adjust himself. 


“Do you mind if | take these off, things are getting kind of 
painful for me down there?” 


| nod, but deep down, I’m terrified... l’ve never seen a man's 
cock before. 


| watch in fascination as he unzips his jeans. He’s wearing 
boxers, and already his cock is poking over the top. 


As he pulls down the waistband of his pants, it shoots 
forward like a long, thick snake ready to strike. 


Ed laughs as | recoil. 


“Don’t worry, | promise to be on my best behavior, although | 
can’t say the same for him.” 


| laugh too, and it breaks the awkwardness of the moment. | 
just sit and stare for a moment, admiring Ed’s muscular 
thighs. 


Reaching for my hand, Ed guides it to him, and | tentatively 
wrap my fingers around his shaft. He closes his eyes and lets 
out a sigh. 


“God, Janine, that feels good.” he moans. 


Placing one hand around mine, he guides me into a stroking 
motion, pulling up and down along his length until | get the 
right rhythm, and he lets go, enjoying the moment. 


His flesh feels thick and warm, throbbing between my 
fingers. I’m amazed at his size, and the ache between my 
legs grows as | try and imagine his thick, long cock inside 
me. Ed’s face changes as his pleasure increases, his 
breathing becoming hard and fast. Letting out a loud moan, 
his hand rests on mine to stop me. 


“Stop, or l'Il cum.” He physically moves away, as if my touch 
is too much for him, and looks down at me, his eyes like slits 
as he flashes me his sexiest smile. 


“Anyway, today is all about pleasing you, not me. Now how 
about we make you more comfortable by removing these?” 


He reaches for the button on my jeans and pulls down the 
Zip. Fora moment | feel awkward, | mean it’s one thing 
letting him see my breasts, but I’m not sure about anything 
else. Despite my misgivings, | let him slide my jeans down, 
and | arch my hips upwards to let him pull them down. In no 
time, I’m lying there in just my panties, and my hand moves 
instinctively between my legs to cover myself. 


“Hey, no need to cover yourself, you're beautiful.” He pulls 
my hand away as his eyes follow the curves of my body, 
before placing a hand down on my thigh. Stroking the flesh 
between my legs, | feel a tingling sensation as his fingers 
move higher. It almost tickles as he nudges a finger inside 
my panties, and | notice his breathing begins to quicken. 
Before | can protest, he’s hooked both hands around the 
flimsy material of my underwear and pulls them down to my 
knees. | suddenly feel exposed, but there’s nothing | can do 
about it, and | tingle with excitement, wondering what he'll 
do next. 


CHAPTER 7 


Ed 


Janine is so beautiful and the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. 
As | remove her panties, all | can do fora moment is stare 
down at her naked body, her small, pert breasts, tiny waist, 
and long legs. I’m fixated by the fine dark hair between her 
legs, and I run my fingers through the softness. This woman 
was made for me, and | won’t let another man have her, l'II 
do whatever it takes. My cock is aching for her, | want her so 
badly that | have to grit my teeth to stop myself from 
opening her legs and sliding my flesh into her soft, tight 
pussy. God, it’s more than a man can stand, but | promised 
her, and my girl will have better than this. It was almost 
torture, feeling her soft hands around my shaft, | wanted to 
cum all over her breasts, see it glisten on her tanned skin, 
but today is about Janine, and | want to please her first. 


Her eyes are wide as she looks up at me, and I know | have 
to take things gently, despite my urge to fuck her hard, and 
make her mine completely. That will have to wait. 


| want to taste her, lick that sweet little virgin pussy, holding 
down her arms, | kiss her belly. Janine’s skin is warm and 
soft, and | bury my face into her, before tracing a line of 
kisses down to where the dark thatch of hair begins. | feel 
her tense but hold her firmly as my lips kiss the top of her 
mound before moving lower. | breathe in the scent of her 
sex, sweet and musky, and it makes me dizzy with desire. 
God, she’s wet, | push my face against her, forcing her 
thighs to part a little. She lets out a small moan of pleasure 
as | let my tongue lap her silky moist hollow. I’m in heaven 
and push my tongue deeper, causing her to squirm in 


ecstasy, especially when | flick over her swollen bud, | feel 
her body arch against mine as | bring my hand down and 
plunge a finger deep inside her tight little pussy, she bucks 
at the sensation, clinging tightly to my back. She’s close to 
edge, and | don’t stop until | feel her body tense, and a wave 
of pleasure washes over her, | almost cum myself as she 
howls out in ecstasy. 


“| guess you enjoyed that?” 


Her eyes open alittle... she’s still high on sex, and peers at 
me slightly disorientated and nods. | hold her tight until | 
feel her breathing slow down, and her heart stops racing. I’m 
fit to burst, my cock is throbbing so hard that it’s almost 
painful... | need a release and soon. Janine sits up, and | 
guide her hand back to my shaft. I’m expecting a handjob, 
but instead, she gives me a naughty little wink and moves 
her head down towards my cock. As soon as | feel her soft 
lips on the tip of my cock, | almost cum, it’s unreal, seeing 
those sweet red lips wrapped around my manhood. Resisting 
the urge to thrust the whole of my cock into her mouth, | 
watch in fascination as she sucks and licks my thick flesh. | 
want it to last forever, but | can feel myself start to lose 
control, and all | can think of is her soft mouth around me. 


“Aaaargh,” | let out an almighty roar as | cum, pulling my 
cock away and covering her breasts in my cum. The feeling 
is so intense that it seems to shake me to the very core, and 
| lie back on the blanket, pulling Janine close to me. We lie 
still for a moment, locked together, skin on skin, and | stroke 
her hair. As | watch her, | get a funny feeling in my chest, a 
sort of lurching, that | know that I’ve fallen for her in a big 
way. I’ve never cared for someone like this in all my life. It’s 
only when | feel her breathing alter that | realize she’s 
sleeping, and | start to pull the blanket around her. She 
opens her eyes at my movement and looks at me, soft 
green-blue pools of light. 


“What are we going to do?” she whispers, looking sad for a 
moment. 


“Hey, don’t worry about that. l'Il think of something. Perhaps 
| can speak to your dad...?” 


“It’s no good, he won't listen. | think he’s scared of Tony 
Rossi, the man’s just a bully... a gangster. I’m sure dad 
wouldn't be doing this if there was another way. | wish | 
could just run away from that dirty old town and never come 
back.” 


It’s then that an idea starts to form in my mind. 


“Perhaps that’s what we'll do... move far away from here and 
never come back. We could just go, you’re of age, there’s 
nothing to stop you from leaving. We could find a little place 
together...” | carry on talking, making it sound easy... telling 
her that | can make her wishes come true. Janine just looks 
at me with her blue eyes, believing in me, and for a minute, | 
almost believe it myself. 


“Oh, can we go away, Ed? Can we go soon before it’s too 
late? Somewhere Tony Rossi won’t be able to track us down? 


| nod and hold her tight, giving her reassuring little kisses. 


“Don’t worry, l'Il think of something. Give me a day or two, 
and I'll have a plan... soon you'll be away from all of this, | 
promise.” 


“I love you,” her voice is almost a whisper. My heart almost 
breaks as her eyes shine up at me, and | know there and 
then that l'Il move heaven and earth to be with her. I’ve 
never spoken the words before, but | mean every word. 


“ĮI love you, too, Janine, and | won’t rest until your mine... | 
promise. Now, come on, let’s drink to us.” 


| find the champagne, and we raise our glasses. Janine is 
smiling again, but | feel my heart sinking. With no money 
and no job, what can | really offer her? 


We finish off the last of the champagne while dressing. | can 
tell that Janine’s not used to alcohol, despite working in a 
liquor store, and she’s funny and bright as we walk back 
along the coastal road. | try and hide the gloom that’s 
suddenly descended on me, but it’s not easy. | don’t want 
this day to end, and | certainly don’t want Janine to go back 
home where | have no control over what happens to her. We 
pass a marina on the outskirts of the small coastal town, full 
of swanky yachts and other vessels. 


“How the other half live, eh?” Janine sighs dreamily as we 
wander past the boats. “What would you do if you had a 
million dollars?” 


“I'd buy you a yacht just like this, and I’d christen it Janine 
and Ed’s Love Boat.” 


“That’s so corny, “ she hits me on the arm. “Anyhow, you’d 
probably need ten million dollars for one of these babies.” 


Grabbing her in my arms, | bring her close. “Just you wait, 
one day, I’m going to buy you everything in the world, a 
yacht, a fancy car, and even that big ranch you want with 
the riding school, just you wait and see.” 


The funny thing is, | mean it. | don’t know how, but Janine 
deserves the best, and I’m going to give it to her, one way or 
another. 


CHAPTER 8 


Janine 


It’s late by the time | get home. | should have been back 
hours ago, but | didn’t want the day to end. Ed has shown 
me such a good time and in so many ways. We walked and 
talked for ages... we have so much in common, it’s not just 
the physical side of things, although, after what Ed showed 
me today, | can’t wait for more. | feel a tiny bit tipsy as | walk 
up the steps to the front door, we went to a really fancy 
restaurant for dinner... Ed sure knows how to give agirla 
good time. As | open the front door, | can’t help smiling to 
myself, thinking how happy | am. Ed’s arranged to meet me 
tomorrow in the park for a picnic, everything is perfect, and 
I’m just about to tiptoe upstairs when the door to the 
kitchen opens. 


“Janine, where the hell have you been?” 
It’s my dad, and I’m caught like a deer in headlights. 
“Dad, | didn’t think...” 


“You didn’t think | was home, so you decided to stay out half 
the night, huh? Well, my girl, the business was over quicker 
than expected. Tony came back with me, expecting to see 
you, and | had to make excuses. Now, where have you 
been?” 


| must look as guilty as hell, and for a moment, we both 
stand there, glaring at each other. 


“Well?” 
“I've just been out with friends.” 


“Liar, you've been out with that man I saw you with the 
other day in the café.” 


There’s no use denying it, anyway, why should |? 


“I’m eighteen years old, dad, and | can do what | want,” | 
shout. 


“Not while you're living in my house, girl. And what about 
Tony, huh? | owe him big time. What if he finds out what 
you've been up to. He’s not a man to mess with. The sooner 
you marry him, the better. Now, forget all about this man, 
Janine. I’m going to watch you more closely from now on, 
and if | see you with him again, lII kill him, or at least Tony 
Rossi will.” 


I’m just about to run upstairs to my room when dad grabs 
my arm and holds me back. 


“This guy better not have laid a finger on you?” 
| stare back defiantly into his eyes. 


“Don’t worry, dad, your little girl is still intact!” | almost spit 
the words at him, before breaking loose and rushing up to 
my room, locking the door behind me. 


| lay sobbing on my bed for what seems like hours, It’s just 
not fair. Today was so perfect and now its ruined, my life is 
ruined. Despite Ed’s promises, it all seems so hopeless now. 


| can still taste Ed’s goodnight kiss on my lips, but it feels 
like forever since we were together. Dad’s going to be 
watching me like a hawk, and it’s going to be difficult to see 
him again. | wrap my arms around myself for comfort, 
imagining Ed’s strong arms around me. He’s a real man, so 
big and strong and able to protect me, but if Tony Rossi finds 
out, well, Ed will be a dead man. | would rather marry Tony 
Rossi than see anything happen to a good man like Ed. 


| don’t sleep well, and when | do, it’s fitful. Whichever way | 
look at it, | can’t win, and by the time the sun is streaming 


through my window, I’ve resigned myself to the fact that | 
must never see Ed again... that I'll have to marry Tony. | 
can’t meet Ed in the park today... | just can’t. 


It’s Sunday, and dad is still around as | head into the 
kitchen. I’m not hungry, but I’m in desperate need of coffee. 
Dad sits reading the paper, and we both ignore each. 


| make my coffee and am about to take it back to my room 
when he looks up. 


“Janine?” 
| pause but don’t look up at him. 


“There’s no other way... | had to promise Tony. | borrowed a 
lot of money from him, and can’t afford to pay him back. If it 
wasn’t for you, me and your brother would be dead men. You 
understand?” 


| nod, | understand all too well. I’m to be sacrificed to save 
my dad and brother’s neck... like a lamb to the slaughter. 
But I’m not doing this to save them... I’m doing it to save Ed. 


It’s a Slow morning. I’d arranged to meet Ed in the park at 
11, and as time passes, | imagine him sitting there, waiting 
for me. | wonder what he will think, how long he will wait? If | 
know Ed, he won’t keep away from me... he'll know 
something is wrong... if only | could warn him. If he does try 
to see me, I'll tell him that | don’t really care for him, that 
yesterday was nice... but that’s all. 


Never has a day been so long, and I’m glad when it’s finally 
over. Despite feeling exhausted, | can’t sleep. | try and think 
of a different way to solve this, but it’s no use... whichever 
way | look at it, the future is bleak. 


The next day dad comes with me to the store. He says he 
wants to do a stock count, but | know it’s only so he can 
keep an eye on me from the back room. He also tells me that 
Tony wants to take me out for dinner tonight... the day is 
already ruined. 


I’m dead nervous, and can’t settle all day. Every time the 
shop door opens, | expect it to be Ed, and when it’s not, I’m 
both relieved and disappointed. It’s ridiculous under the 
circumstances, but if Ed did genuinely care for me, then 
surely he’d try and see me again? My emotions are all over 
the place, and I’m not even aware of the time when dad 
steps through from the back, announcing that it’s already 
lunchtime, that he’s going out to get a sandwich and do | 
want anything? | shake my head, the way | feel now, l'II 
never eat again, and dad leaves with the warning that he 
won’t be too long. 


Instead, | decide to make myself a cup of instant coffee to 
wake myself up and go into the back office where dad has a 
water heater. The moment | step away from the counter, | 
hear the shop door opening... typical. | call out that I’m 
coming as | pour the water into the mug with the coffee and 
two sugars for energy, and step back inside the store. 


It’s such a shock when I see him standing there that | drop 
the mug, the porcelain smashing and the brown, hot liquid 
Spilling everywhere. 


“EA” 
It takes me a moment to gather my wits. 
“Ed, you can’t be here, my dad will be back any moment.” 


Without a word, he moves to my side and takes hold of my 
hands. 


“What’s wrong, Janine? Why didn’t you show up yesterday?” 
| try to get away, but he holds me firmly. 

“You have to go, Ed, my dad...” 

His piercing blue eyes burn brightly into mine. 


“I know I’ve been watching the store all morning. | saw you 
come in with him. When I saw him leave just now, | took my 
chance. Look, | love you, Janine, and | know you love me too. 


Tell me you don’t, and I'll walk away. Otherwise, tell me 
what’s going on.” 


l'm desperate for him to go and desperate for him to stay, 
but that would be fatal. My resolve to tell him that | don’t 
care disappears with one look. I’m in love with Ed, 
hopelessly in love, and the words won’t come. 


Finally, | find my tongue. 


“Dad was back when I got home. He was so mad that he 
grounded me, told me that if | don’t marry Tony Rossi, it will 
be bad for him and my brother. It’s hopeless, Ed, there’s 
nothing | can do.” 


“Well, there’s something I can do, leave it to me. I’ve waited 
over forty years for someone like you, Janine, and I’m not 
giving up that easily, Tony Rossi can go to hell!” 


“But what... how?” 
| keep glancing at the door, expecting dad at any moment. 


“We'll go away together, get married, and move far away 
where your dad and Tony Rossi will never find us.” 


My heart is racing with the possibility, “but when...?” 
“How about tonight?” 


| shake my head, “I can’t, I’m meeting Tony tonight. If | don’t 
show, they'll know something’s wrong.” 


“Then how about afterward, when everyone’s asleep? You 
won’t be discovered missing until the morning.” 


| have to think and quickly. Dad will be back soon. 
“Okay. I’m usually back by midnight.” 


“Good, be ready at 2 a.m. Pack lightly, and we'll be away in 
no time. | Know where you live.” 


Just then dad comes into view, he’s talking to someone and 
hasn’t noticed Ed yet. | pull him quickly to the counter. 


“My dad,” | hiss, “pretend to be buying something!” 


Ed picks up a random bottle from the shelf and stands with 
his back squarely to the door. My heart is hammering in my 
chest as | put the bottle into a bag... just as dad opens the 

door. 


“That'll be five dollars, please.” | try to keep my voice 
steady, convinced we will be found out. 


Dad starts walking towards the counter, and | get ready for 
all hell to break loose, but instead, he’s distracted by 
something and moves away. 


“Hey, what happened here?” he walks over to where the 
mug is lying in pieces on the floor. 

Ed uses it as his chance to get away, and as I move to dad’s 
side to explain, Ed exists through the door. 


I’ve never felt so relieved in all my life, and the strain of it 
makes me almost burst into tears. 


“Oh, dad. | made myself a drink, but as | brought it in here, | 
felt faint and dropped it. | was about to clean up the mess 
when that customer walked in. Here, let me get a pan and 
brush.” 


My hands are shaking, but dad stops me, and for the first 
time in ages, he looks kindly at me. 


“Hey, you look as white as a sheet. Why don’t you go home 
and rest, | can look after the store. You want to feel well for 
your date tonight.” 


| almost smile, dad has never spoken truer words. If only he 
knew. 


CHAPTER 9 


Ed 


Saturday was the best day of my life. Janine is the sexiest, 
most beautiful girl I’ve ever met, and | already know | want 
to spend the rest of my life with her. When she doesn’t show 
on our second date, | immediately know that something’s 
wrong. After waiting in the park for over an hour, | head over 
to her house, and when | see her dad at one of the windows, 
| guess immediately that troubles brewing. It’s then I realize 
that | have to do something and fast to get Janine away from 
here. Trouble is, | still have no money and no job... | need it 
fast, but | have to turn my back on crime for Janine’s sake. 
With nothing better to do, | decide to head to the bar to 
catch the vibe. Surely if Tony suspects me of taking the 
money, | figure that I’d already know about it. It’s late 
Sunday, and the place is almost deserted, and | wonder how 
the place manages to stay open. | guess it’s used more of a 
cover for Tony and his gang than an actual business. I’m just 
about to leave when the man himself appears, and we 
almost collide in the doorway. 


“Hey, watch yerself...” Tony glowers, and | think he’s about 
to swing at me, but then recognition hits, and he smiles. 


“Hey Ed, my man, where you been hiding? Come and have a 
drink with me?” 


The sight of a smiling Tony Rossi alarms me, but he insists, 
and how can | refuse? We head to the back room, where he 
tells me to sit as he pours me a whiskey. It’s a little 
unnerving, but | have no choice but to sit down and accept 
his hospitality as he hands me a very large measure. 


“Well, Ed. I’ve been outta town with the boys for a few days, 
we had a job on... sorry you couldn't be part of it, but it was 
very short notice. You’re a man of the world, you know how 
these things are?” 


He smiles again, his creepy cold-eyed stare... the smiling 
assassin, and | can almost feel the bullets in my back. 


| sip my drink, slowly, determined not the let the short guy 
intimidate me... after all, he’s nothing without his men. 


“So, Tony. What’s up?” I’m in no mood for mind games and 
want to get to the point. 


Tony holds up his hands. “Hey, Ed. What’s the hurry? | just 
thought it might be nice if you and me have a little drink 
together, get to know one another better... man to man?” 


| don’t like it, not one little bit. | would rather see Tony 
barking orders than this ‘cozy’ little situation. 


He offers me a cigar, but | refuse, | gave up smoking a long 
time ago. Tony shrugs and reaches into his pocket for his 
matches, tapping at his breast pockets as he searches. 


“Hey, | almost forgot about this!” 


Reaching into his inside pocket, he pulls out a thick wad of 
fifty dollar bills... it’s rolled up, but | guess there must be 
over a thousand in cash. | try not to let him see me looking 
at it, and | look down at my glass, pretending not to be 
interested. He unrolls the bills and fans them idly with his 
fingers. 


“Without money, you're nobody, Ed, nobody.” 


Tony unlocks his drawer and deposits the money inside 
before locking the drawer again. 


“You can never be too careful, Ed. Even a man like me. Now, 
where were we?” 


It’s a hypothetical question, as the conversation so far has 
led nowhere. | watch as he pulls the matches from his 


pocket, lights the end of his cigar, and settles back into his 
chair, puffing on the roll of expensive tobacco. 


“I like you, Ed, I trust you... | want you to join me here, be 
one of my men?” 


I’m so busy thinking about the money in the drawer, that | 
wonder if I’ve heard right? | was sure Tony was on to me 
about the stolen cash. | wonder why he doesn’t mention it. 


“What do you say, Ed? | could do with a man like you?” 
| shrug, “I’m not sure if I’m staying around for much longer.” 


Tony stares at me for a moment, “That’s a shame, it’s hard to 
find good men. Think about it, Ed. There’s no rush.” 


“Thanks, Tony, it’s appreciated. l'Il sleep on it.” 


Draining my glass, | rise, eager to get away, and Tony 
returns to some business on his desk. 


It’s only as I’m almost out the door that he shouts back to 
me. 


“Oh, just one more thing...Ed...?” 


| brace myself and turn to see his beady little eyes staring at 
me. “Don’t ever cross me.” 


The fresh air hits me as | walk outside. The large shot of 
whiskey is already in my bloodstream, and | need to get 
away from here to think. The money in Tony’s drawer is 
clouding my senses, and | need a clear head. | walk to the 
park down by the river and sit on one of the benches. It’s a 
beautiful day, and little kids are out with their moms. One 
small boy stands with what | presume is his dad, feeding the 
ducks, and a strange, primal feeling passes through me. 
That could be me, | could be a dad with a young son, 
teaching him about life. God, I’m a desperate man. | need 
Janine, want to build a life with her, marry her, have kids. It’s 
as if my whole future is flashing before my eyes, and | know 
it will never happen if | don’t get Janine away from here, and 


soon. | promised her we would leave tonight, and my options 
are zero... well, zero if | plan on getting the money legit. The 
sight of that money has colored my mind, surely one more 
time won’t hurt... after this, | vow to go straight. 


| soon have it all worked out. Tony will be away from the 
office tonight until about midnight when he takes Janine out, 
which gives me the perfect opportunity. If any of the boys 
are around, they'll already be drunk by 11:30... if | can 
sneak into the office later tonight and take the money, Tony 
will never discover it’s gone until tomorrow morning, by 
which time, Janine and | will be miles away. 


| have this small niggle in the back of my mind... If Tony has 
been robbed twice, why does he still keep money in his 
desk? | reason he’s one of the old school villains, and 
definitely won’t deposit it in a bank... and he’s not the 
smartest cookie in the box. He’s a proud man and will never 
admit defeat. 


With my mind made up, | head back to the motel to pack up 
my few possessions and make sure my old beater is ready 
for the journey. As | walk, | have a strange feeling that I’m 
being followed, and instead of going straight back, | head 
into town, trying to lose whoever it is in the crowded streets. 
| pause by a shop window, and pretend to look inside... 
watching the reflection of the people behind me through the 
glass. Eventually, | see him, the guy that’s been hanging 
around for several days, | recognize the same hat... the coat. 


| wait until I’m sure he’s out of sight, before moving off 
quickly in the opposite direction. 


My heart is still racing when I get to my room and lock the 
door quickly behind me. I’m convinced Tony is having me 
followed, and I need to be careful. After tonight... Tony and 
his men will be far away. 


The afternoon goes by slowly, | fill my beater with gas and 
check the oil, making quite sure that no ones watching me. | 


buy a few provisions for the journey and steal a few blankets 
from my bed to keep Janine warm... it will be a long night, 
and | don’t want to have to stop until we have to. 


| wait until just after 11 to head over to the bar. This time, | 
don’t want to be seen and check out the inside of the bar 
through one of the side windows. It’s not busy, but | see 
Mike poured out over the bar, propped up next to one of 
Tony’s other men, and | can see that they have already 
drunk too much. They won't be moving anywhere fast. | 
walk silently passed them and round the corner to the back 
room. In a few more paces, I’m turning the handle and 
pushing against the door. 


Damn... it’s locked. 


Shit, fora moment, | panic. I’d never thought about the door 
being locked... maybe Tony is smarter than | give him credit 
for. 


There’s only one other option, | need to break in through the 
window around the back. | don’t have much time and slip 
out of the bar and round the back. Not wanting to make a 
noise, | take off my coat to muffle it against the window 
before smashing it with a brick | find outback. 


Now, | have to be quick. 


CHAP TER 10 


Janine 


| hide the duffle bag under my bed. I’ve packed just the 
essentials, as Ed said. | don’t care about any of the stuff I’m 
leaving behind, I just want to be with him. My heart has 
been beating fast all day, and | feel agitated. Luckily, my 
dad stayed in the back of the store for the rest of the day, 
catching up on paperwork, and | didn’t have to talk to him. 
Even now, as | look at my face in the mirror, | can see the 
guilt written in my eyes, will my dad notice, and moreover... 
will Tony notice? | really don’t want to go out with Tony 
tonight... my hands are shaking, and I’m worried that 
somehow, l'Il give the game away, that Tony will notice that 
something’s wrong. | just have to keep thinking that in a few 
hours, it will all be over, and Ed and me will be together 
forever. | haven’t thought through how yet, how we will live 
and how we will manage, but | trust Ed, and | just know 
everything will be alright. 


Tony takes me to his brother’s Italian restaurant again. The 
foods actually very good, but | can’t eat, I’m not hungry, but 
| make an attempt to push the pasta around my plate. 
Luckily, Tony seems occupied with something else for a 
change, something is on his mind, and he seems distant. 
Thank god for small mercies. I’d prepared myself for a long 
night, but as soon as the meal is finished and he’s smoked 
his cigar, he’s ready to go. It’s only just past 11, but I’m glad 
to get into the car. Something must be really bothering Tony 
because he doesn’t even try his usual passes in the back 
Seat. 


After a few miles, he taps on the window that separates the 
driver from the back seat. 


“Hey, Joe, stop off at the office, | want to check something 
out.” He turns to me, “don’t worry honey, just a bit of 
business | want to check on, it won’t take me long.” 


I’m not worried, | have hours until Ed is picking me up. 
The driver stops in front of the bar. 


“Come in for a nightcap?” Like most of Tony’s questions, it’s 
non-negotiable, and | don’t mind this last time. After tonight, 
| won’t ever have to see his ugly face ever again. 

The place is still open, and | see some of Tony’s men still at 
the bar as we pass. As we reach the office, Tony slows down 
and puts his hand to his mouth. We listen at the door, 
there’s a faint rustling noise inside. 

“Wait here,” he whispers, and | step back into the hallway as 
he gets out his key and quickly and silently opens the door. 


“Gotcha!” 
| see the light flicker on in the room. 
“Well, well, well, Ed, fancy seeing you here?” 


There are lots of guys named Ed in the world, but my heart 
leaps at the sound of the name. Despite any danger, | just 
have to see for myself. Moving tentatively into the room, | 
step to the side of where Tony is standing, a gun pointing at 
Ed... my Ed with a wad of money in his hand. 


His eyes widen as soon as he sees me. 
“Janine!” 


| feel Tony stiffen at the side of me, as he looks first at Ed 
then back to me. 


“So, you two know each other, huh?” 


| can’t help but feel the color drain from my face as Tony 
waves his gun around. 


“I Knew something was going on behind my back, thought it 
was funny when you weren’t at home the other day. Your dad 
tried to cover it up, but | knew something was wrong. Well, 
Ed, you've not only been stealing my money but also my 
woman? | guessed that one of my men was stealing the 
money, that’s why | had them all in here, one by one, just 
like you this morning. Showing them the money... tempting 
the thief for a final time.” 


| still can’t believe Ed is here, let alone stealing money. 
Worst still, Tony’s words are ringing loudly in my ears. 


“What do you mean, one of YOUR men?” 


Tony laughs, one of his evil, smug satisfaction as he points 
his gun again at Ed. 


“Oh, Ed. Didn’t you tell her that you were part of my gang?” 
He looks at my shocked face. 


“Well, | suppose not, especially when you were part of the 
armed raid on the liquor store... did you know that my dear, 
it was my men at the store that night, just to show your dad 
what | was capable of? Ed, here, was our driver for the night. 
What do you think of him now?” 


Before | can even think or say another word, Ed uses the 
moment to make a lunge at Tony. It’s so fast that Tony 
doesn’t see it coming, and as Ed lands on him, knocking him 
to the floor, the gun goes off. | scream as both men struggle 
on the floor in front of me, the gun firing a bullet into a filing 
cabinet at the back of the room. Tony still has the gun, but 
Ed is much more fit and stronger than Tony, and wrestles the 
gun from his hand, and it lands at my feet. Without 
thinking, | pick it up gingerly, not Knowing quite what to do. 
Now that the gun is out of the way, Ed and Tony are laying 
into each other, fists flying. | hate violence of any kind, and | 
start out of the room. The shot has already alerted Tony’s 
men from the bar, and two of them are stumbling down the 


corridor towards me, too drunk to be useful. | point the gun 
in their direction and feel its weight in my shaking hands. 


“Get back...” | move forward with the gun raised, and the 
two drunken men look scared and start to back off towards 
the outside door. As soon as we’re outside, | hear a police 
siren in the distance... no doubt it’s headed in this direction. 
| see the panic in the men’s eyes, they won’t be going back 
into the bar with the cops on the way. 


| start to walk away quickly into the night, | need to get 
away from this place. 


| seem to walk for miles and end up in the park, down by the 
river. | sit on one of the benches and stare out at the dark 
water, the gun still in my hand, resting on my lap. It would 
be a beautiful night for love, the moon is round and full and 
reflected in the water. Was it only a few days ago when | first 
met Ed here? | thought | loved him, that he loved me, but | 
don’t even know him. How could | love such a man, a liar, a 
thief, and a villain? I’d been so upset by the robbery, images 
of the masked men and guns still keep me awake at night. 
Only Ed made me feel safe, and now | find out that he was 
one of them... | could never trust him again. 


| don’t know how long | sit for, l'm numb, numb inside and 
out | don’t even feel the cold at first. Tonight was going to be 
the start of a new and wonderful life, and now | feel broken... 
empty and used. 


It’s weird, but | must fall asleep - the emotions having worn 
me down, but something wakes me. Perhaps it’s the cold, for 
I’m shivering, wearing only a short dress and flimsy jacket, 
and suddenly | find that I’m freezing. | look at my watch, it’s 
just after 2, l’ve been here for hours, and | need to get home, 
need to get warm... need to think. I’m just about to stand 
when I hear footsteps approaching. 


“Janine!” 


| don’t turn around, | don’t even want to see him again. 
“Leave me alone.” 

His breath is rasping in the cold night air as he moves closer. 
“Janine, I’ve been looking for you everywhere.” 


Without looking up, I turn away. “You shouldn’t have 
bothered, | don’t want to speak to you.” 


“Please, Janine. Let me explain, | just got out of the police 
station and came looking for you. | guessed that you 
wouldn’t go home, and somehow, | thought you might be 
here. You'd better give me that.” He points to the gun still in 
my hands... | had forgotten all about it. 


| hesitate. “What are you going to do with it?” 


“Give it to the police. They have Tony linked to numerous 
crimes in their files, and this might be the evidence they 
need.” 


Handing over the gun, and finally looking up at him, | see 
the concern in his eyes. 


“What about you, Ed. What’s going to happen to you?” 


He scratches his head. “Well, that’s the funny thing. | was 
locked in a cell - wondering how on earth | was going to get 
out of the situation when the cell door opens, and they tell 
me I can go.” 


“Just like that?” 

“Yes, just like that. There are no charges against me, but 
they want me to stay around for a few days just in case they 
want to ask me any more questions. I’m afraid we'll have to 
postpone our little trip for a while.” 

| look up at him, and feel the anger stir within me. “I can’t 
go, Ed. Not after tonight.” 


His face drops immediately, the smile quickly disappearing 
from his lips. 


“But why, Janine... Surely...” 
| hold up my hand, not wanting to listen. 


“I don’t want to hear your excuses, Ed. You lied to me, you 
know how | feel about violence. | can’t believe you were part 
of the gang that night... | can’t love a man like you.” 


My tears start to fall thick and fast, and there’s nothing | can 
do to stop them. 


“But, Janine... | love you...” 


Ed looks hurt, but | don’t care, | want him to feel my pain, 
feel as broken as | do now. 


“How can you love me... you’re no better than Tony Rossi!” 


| can see that my comments hits its mark, and Ed’s 
shoulders visibly sag. 


“Please listen, Janine. | did it all for you... for us.” 


l'm desperate to get away from this man, but something 
deep inside makes me stay, and although I’m not happy 
about it, | let him take my hand, and we sit on the bench. 


“All my life I’ve been running, Janine, trying to keep alive 
any way | could. I’ve always wanted to go straight, doa 
decent day's work for decent pay, but something’s always 
been against me. You are the best thing that’s happened in 
my life, and I’d do anything for you. | vowed to myself that 
I'd go straight, but | knew how desperate you were to get 
away from Tony. | knew he had the money in his office, there 
was no other way!” 


My defenses start to weaken... my heart ruling my head. 


“But what about the armed robbery at the store, how could 
you be a part of that?” 


Ed bows his head before taking both of my hands in his. “1 
was naive, Janine. | had no money when | arrived in this 
town, nothing except the clothes on my back and my old 


beater. I'd been promised legitimate work, but just my luck, 
it fell through. | was desperate. | met this guy at the bar who 
asked if | was looking for work and said he had a driving job 
for me that night, it would only take a few hours. You have to 
believe me, Janine, | was mortified as | watched them with 
you in the store. That’s why | stole the money back for you.” 
“The envelope with the money... it was you?” 

Ed nods... | should have put two and two together. 

“| wanted to atone for my sins, | couldn’t very well tell you 
what I'd done, | Knew you wouldn’t forgive me, so | did the 
only thing | could think of.” 

“Oh, Ed, what a mess.” | squeeze his hands affectionately. 

“I know I’ve done wrong, Janine, but | promise I’m a changed 
man. I’ve nothing to offer you but my undying love. Can you 
ever forgive me? 

How can I not? The next thing | know, Ed has his arms 
around me, hugging me so tightly that the breath almost 
leaves my body. It’s good to feel his lips against mine again, 
and we kiss... hungry for each other, and for a moment | 
forget all about the problems facing us. 


All | Know is that | love Ed. 


CHAPTER 11 


Ed 


Although the future is so uncertain, | feel like a new man. 
Tony Rossi is locked away, hopefully for a long time, and 
Janine still loves me, even though she knows everything 
about me. We sat talking by the river for hours last night, 
and in the morning light, | walked her home. Her dad was 
waiting up for her, worried, but he said nothing to me. He’d 
heard all about Tony Rossi and somehow looked like a weight 
had been lifted from his shoulders. 


| haven’t slept a wink, pumped up with adrenalin, and 
thoughts of the future. | arranged to meet Janine at the store 
today, and her dad didn’t seem to object this time. I’m just 
about to leave the motel when | see the strange guy in the 
hat and long coat hanging about again. | don’t like the look 
of him... perhaps he is one of Tony’s men, and out for 
revenge now that Tony’s locked up? He approaches the door, 
and | move away from the window... he knocks, and | sit on 
the bed, well out of view. I’ve heard stories like this, men 
opening the door only to be shot point-blank in the chest. | 
wait, he knocks again, but eventually, | hear him walk away. 
| wait another 10 minutes before checking the window... 
there’s no sign, and I leave quickly, heading for the liquor 
store. About halfway there, | have the same sensation that 
I’m being followed. The streets are pretty empty, and | can 
hear footsteps behind me. 


“Hey you,” a man calls out, but | quicken my steps, and the 
footsteps behind follow my pace. | break into a run, I’m nota 
coward, but | don’t want to be shot in cold blood on the 


streets, not now that | have a real chance at a life with 
Janine. 


The store comes into view, and | race into the store, running 
straight to the counter where a surprised Janine waits. 


“What on earth!” 


She starts toward me as the door opens again, and | wave 
my hands, fearing for her safety. 


“Get back, Janine... get back.” 
| turn to face the stranger, knowing | will fight to the death. 


“Ed?...Ed Johnson?” The man wheezes out my name, 
struggling for breath after running so hard. 

He pulls off his hat, and attempts a smile... | watch him 
warily. 

“What if | am?” 

“I've been looking for you for weeks. | called on you this 
morning, but you weren’t in. When | saw you just now in the 
street, | tried to shout, but then you started running. I’m 
sorry if | startled you?” 


I’m confused and try to make sense of the situation as the 
man puts a hand inside his coat, and | stand back, expecting 
a gun. 


Instead, he hands me a card. 


“James Pearson, Private investigator. | was hired to track you 
down.” 


| take the card without reading it. 
“Track me down? “ 


“I was hired by a firm of lawyers, looking for an Ed Johnson. | 
believe you are the man.” 


“But why, what for... I’ve seen you before, why didn’t you 
just speak to me?” 


The P.I. shrugs. “I had to know if it was really you. It was only 
last night when the police confirmed your identity that | 
knew | had my man.” 


“The police?” Janine comes to my side, and | hold her close. 


“Yes, you see, | followed you last night to the bar. | heard a 
shot and feared the worst, so | called the cops. When | 
phoned the lawyers who hired me, they told me to pay for 
your bail, although in the end, the police didn’t charge you. 
They were just happy to have Tony Rossi in their care. They 
brought up your records and confirmed who you were.” 


I’m still no wiser, and | scratch my head. 
“So... what does it all mean... now that you’ve found me?” 


He hands me another card, this time with the name and 
phone number of a swanky lawyer in New York. 


“I don’t know anything else. My job was to confirm your 
identity and to give you this. You need to give them a call to 
find out. First, | need to get your photo and send it back to 
the office as proof.” 


Before | can object, he takes out his phone and takes a 
picture of me as Janine, and | just stare at each other. 


“Now, if ever you need a P.I., you have my card,” he says and 
with a short bow, he leaves the store. 


“Well, what was that all about?” 
| shrug, “I have no idea, but I’m going to find out.” 


| step into the back to make the call where it’s more private. 
| get through to a secretary, who tells me that | need to 
come to their New York office in two days and bring some ID 
with me. | object, tell her that it’s too expensive to travel all 
that way without knowing what for, but she tells me not to 
worry, all expenses will be reimbursed. 


| still have the money | stole from Tony, | told the police it 
was my money, and they had no reason to doubt it, even 


though | don’t think they quite believed me. | book a flight 
to New York and promise to call Janine as soon as | find out 
what’s going on. 


| haven’t been to New York since | was a boy. Mom had an 
uncle there, | think, and one time we visited him, but | was 
so small | can hardly remember. | try not to get my hopes up 
too much as | step into the fancy reception of Latham & 
Watkins, feeling immediately out of place in the fancy 
waiting room. The receptionist looks me up and down... even 
in my best clothes, | must look like a down and out to her, 
but she smiles warmly when I give her my name and gets 
me a coffee. Ever since that phone call, | haven't stopped 
thinking about why someone would be looking for me... 
especially not in a good way. 


| wait for five minutes or so until I’m ushered into an even 
fancier office. I’m expecting a white-haired old man to greet 
me, and I’m surprised when the lawyer that stands to shake 
my hand looks younger than me. 


“Mr. Johnson... please take a seat.” 


We go through the formalities, and | show him my ID as he 
flicks through a file. 


“Well, Mr. Johnson, I’m acting on behalf of the estate of your 
late great Uncle, Mr. Samuel Edmonds. He was a very 
wealthy man and has left all of his estate to you... his only 
living relative.” 


| shift in the deep leather chair, unable to take it all in. 


“Well, | expect that you're wondering how much you can be 
expecting to inherit? Well, there’s death duties, taxes, and 
our fee, of course, to deduct from the final amount, but | 
have all the figures here for you to look at.” 


| nod, not really knowing quite where this is leading, but | 
can feel my hands start to get clammy, the thud of my heart 
beating quickly in my chest. 


He hands me a piece of paper. 


“There, Mr. Johnson. That is the amount left to you, after 
deductions. Now, for a few formalities...” 


CHAPTER 12 


Janine 


| wait all day for a call from Ed. His appointment with the 
lawyer was first thing this morning, and | expected a call 
before lunch, but maybe these things take longer than 
expected. The afternoon goes by slowly, too slowly, and | 
find myself watching the clock, that hardly seems to move, 
and | have to keep checking that it’s not stopped. There’s 
not much to do in the store, just a handful of customers, and 
although they bring a welcome diversion to the monotony, 
I’m relieved when they leave me alone with my thoughts 
again. After 3, | start to fret... what if something’s wrong? 
What if Ed’s been mugged in the City, or was it some kind of 
scam after all? | haven’t even got his cell phone number... 
it’s crazy, | know... but it wasn’t safe for me to have his 
number in case dad found out, and the last few days went 
by in such a blur, | didn’t even think to ask him. Besides, he 
promised to call me. Ed and | tried not to get too excited 
about what this might all mean. He told me about a great- 
uncle who used to live in New York... perhaps there might be 
a small inheritance? That gives me even more of a worry, 
what if Ed’s been left a decent amount of money and 
decides never to come back, to make his life in New York? | 
mean, why would he come back for me. I’m nothing special. 


As the afternoon draws to a close, I've thoroughly depressed 
myself, and I’m just tidying the shelves for what seems like 
the hundredth time that day when the door opens. It’s Ed. 
He looks tired and a little disheveled, his hands in his 
pockets. I’m so relieved to see him and rush to greet him. 


“Oh, Ed, I’ve been so worried, you said you'd call?” 


He gives me a tired smile. “I’m sorry hon, | just missed you 
so much that after the appointment | just wanted to come 
straight back home to you. It’s been a pretty exhausting 
day.” 

He kisses me tenderly... a different kind of kiss from his 


usual hungry passion. | guess his visit to the lawyer didn’t 
come to much, and | don’t want to mention it. 


“You look like you’re about to fall over. | was just about to 
shut the store. Let me take you for a bite to eat?” 


Ed nods, and as I turn to get my coat, he grabs my arm, a 
sudden fervor taking hold of him, more like the old Ed. 


“Oh, | almost forgot. | managed to get you a little something 
in New York, on the way to the airport. It’s not much... but...” 


He hands me a beautiful little box tied with a ribbon. It’s so 
thoughtful, and I open it slowly. The ring glints in the fading 
light, I’ve never seen anything so beautiful in all of my life. | 
take it out of the box and hold it up to the window, lost in its 
Sparkle. 


“Oh, Ed. It’s beautiful. Thank you.” 
“One day, l'Il buy you a real one, when my luck comes in.” 


| look up at Ed, his blue eyes look kind of wistful, and | guess 
the lawyers were a bit of a let down. | don’t mind, but | feel 
for Ed, he tries so hard. 


“Never mind, Ed. Something will turn up. We’re together 
now. | don’t need real diamonds... l'II always love you, rich or 
poor.” 


“In sickness and in health?” 


Ed grasps my hands as he stares deeply into my eyes... it’s 
like looking into the ocean. | look at him a little puzzled, and 
that’s when it happens. 


Taking the ring from my hand, Ed goes down onto one knee. 


“| was hoping you would say that. Janine, | may not have 
much to offer you, but will you make me the happiest man 
on earth by marrying me?” 


l'm gobsmacked, feel my knees start to sway at the shock. | 
don’t even have to think about the answer. 


“Yes, oh yes, Ed!” 


With that, he puts the ring on my finger... it fits perfectly, 
and he crushes me into a massive bear hug. 


“Oh, Janine. I’m sorry, but | just had to know that you love 
me as | am.” 


| laugh, a little bemused. “Of course, | love you, Ed. There’s 
nothing to forgive.” 


For a moment, Ed looks a little sheepish. “I’m sorry, Janine, 
but I’m afraid I’ve been telling you a few white lies. That 
ring, for instance, it’s real.” 


Ed’s words put me off balance for a moment. | gaze at the 
ring on my finger. The stone is huge, beautifully clear, a ring 
that Elizabeth Taylor would have been proud of. 


“It’s a 10 carat diamond. | hope you like it?” 
| look once again at the ring... the quality is obvious. 


“But | don’t understand... this would have cost thousands of 
dollars?” 


Suddenly Ed breaks out into a broad grin, his eyes burning 
with both tears and happiness. 


“We've hit the jackpot, Janine. My great Uncle Sam left me 
thirty million dollars! Now just wait here, | have another 
Surprise for you.” 


| stand, shaking uncontrollably, as Ed walks over to the door 
and calls to someone outside. A lady walks into the store 
holding the biggest bouquet of red roses I’ve ever seen. I’m 
just about to rush over to Ed to thank him, when another 


lady and then another, file into the store bringing in more 
and more red roses until the place is full, filling the store 
with an exquisite scent. 


Eventually, the door closes for the last time, and we're left 
alone again. 


I’m still in shock, but Ed grabs me around the waist, pulling 
me out of my stupor. 


“Hey there, fiancé. Just a few roses for my precious rose. 
You're going to live like a princess for the rest of your life... 
you have my word on that. But first... there’s something I’ve 
been wanting to do since | first laid eyes on you. I’ve booked 
a suite at a fancy hotel for the next couple of nights, just out 
of town... what do you say?” 


There’s only one thing to say, but it needs no words. His 
hungry lips find mine, and | can’t wait for tonight. 


CHAPTER 13 


Ed 


I’ve arranged for a limo to pick us up from her house to take 
us to the hotel... but first, we have to break the news to 
Janine’s dad... I’m sure he won't object under the 
circumstances. We don’t tell him about the money straight 
away... | want to understand how he could treat his 
daughter so badly. 


He’s a changed man since Tony Rossi was put away, and for 
a moment he seems older, smaller. 


We tell him about the wedding, and even though | find it 
hard to forgive him for the way he’s treated Janine, | still ask 
for permission to marry his daughter. 


He shrugs. “How can | refuse, | won't lie, | would have liked 
someone better for my daughter, but I’ve hardly been a role 
model. You seem a little old for her, but what do | know?” 


“I’m younger than Tony Rossi,” | spit out angrily, and the 
point hits home. 


With his head in his hands, he sits on the old raggedy couch 
like a broken man and does his best to explain. 


“Life was hard after Janine’s mom died. | tried my best to 
look after two kids and a business. This used to be a good 
neighborhood, Mr. Johnson, it really was... but things 
change, business slowly dwindled, but | managed to bring 
the kids up okay. But then lowlifes like Tony Rossini moved 
in, and everything started to change. They ran a protection 
racket... something | couldn’t afford, and when | refused, 
Tony showed me just what he was capable of. He even 
threatened the life of Janine and her brother. But what could 


| do? | couldn’t pay the man with fresh air. He came to the 
store one day and Saw Janine and said he would strike a 
bargain... Janine’s hand for a lifetime of protection... | had 
no choice... you have to believe me!” 


Janine breaks down and sits with her arms around her dad, | 
hadn’t realized how close they were, and despite everything, 
| feel sorry for the man. 


“Don’t worry, Mr. Miller... and seeing as I’m to be your son-in- 
law, why not call me Ed? Now Janine and I have some news 
that you just might be interested in.” 


I’ve bought Janine a whole new set of clothes and under 
garments, especially for tonight. | just gave the lady in the 
store Janine’s size and asked for something silky and sexy. | 
leave her to get changed and head back to the motel to pay 
my bill and check out. I’ve bought myself some new clothes, 
quality, well cut, but not overly showy, that was never my 
style. | have some time to kill and there’s one more thing | 
have to do. 


| head out to the 24/7 diner | stopped at on the night of the 
store raid. The night shift should have started by now, and | 
strike lucky... Sandra is waiting on tables. | sit and wait for 
her, and for a moment she doesn’t recognize me. 


“Just a coffee, please.” 


| see her sigh, a coffee probably means no big tip, but she 
smiles up at me. That’s when she finally recognizes me. 


“Hey, it’s you... the guy from the other night. | guessed you 
must have moved on?” She looks me up and down. 


“And | guess you found yourself a job, huh?” 
| smile. “Yeah, something turned up. How’s your boy?” 


| can see she’s pleased | remembered, but her smile can’t 
hide the emotion in her voice. 


“He’s not so good, but we'll get there. It wouldn't be so bad 
if | could afford the treatment he needs... but hey, that’s my 
problem... l'II get you that coffee.” 


| grab her arm before she can leave. 

“Actually, | don’t want a coffee. | just came to give you this.” 
| hand her a small envelope which she takes warily. 

“Open it.” 

Without taking her eyes off me, she tears open the envelope 


and pulls out the check inside. It’s made out for fifty 
thousand dollars. 


For a moment, she just stands there. “Is this some kind of 
joke?” 

| shake my head. “I’ve come into an inheritance, more than | 
can ever spend... take it... take it for little Stevie. And 
there’s more where that came from. Keep in touch.” | hand 
her my phone number. 


| leave Sandra in a daze. She probably thinks I’m some kind 
of a weirdo and will continue to think so until she cashes the 
check and sees that it’s legit. Now my job is done, and | can 
finally head over to Janine. 


The hotel is the swankiest I’ve ever stayed in... not bad fora 
small town. Even with thirty million in the bank, it all seems 
unreal, but the money isn’t the important thing... it’s all 
about giving Janine the best night of her life. She looks 
stunning in the new emerald green silk dress and matching 
shoes. It’s not showy like the clothes she wore for Tony... 
Janine looks like the classy woman she is. The silk clings to 
her soft curves, showing off her figure perfectly. It’s all | can 
do to stop myself from ripping it from her as we enter the 
hotel suite. 


A bottle of champagne is chilling in a silver ice bucket with a 
plate of chocolate-dipped strawberries by its side. I’ve had 


the roses moved from the store to the hotel, and the whole 
place is lit with candles, and as Janine enters the room, she 
gasps in delight. 


“Oh, Ed, it’s so romantic.” 


| laugh, I’ve never been called romantic before, somehow 
Janine brings out the softer side in me. 


Taking her hand, | lead her to the couch, and as she sits, | 
pop open the champagne. 


“To us,” we toast to the future, and Janine giggles as she 
eases back into the overstuffed leather couch. 


God, I’m hungry for her... my cock is aching... she is so 
beautiful. | want to fuck her right there on the couch, but | 
restrain myself, tonight is all about Janine. | pick up the 
plate of strawberries and sit next to her, holding one of the 
red ripe strawberries for her to bite. Her eyes look sexily into 
mine as her lips enclose the end of the luscious fruit, biting 
away at the soft flesh and licking her lips. It’s too much for a 
hot-blooded man to take, and I can stand the strain no 
longer. 


Before she can protest, | put down the strawberries and pick 
her up in my arms in one swift movement, the glass of 
champagne still in her hand. 


| feel like a caveman, the blood rushing in my ears as | carry 
her quickly into the bedroom. | lay her down on the silk 
sheets of the bed like a goddess, and quickly undress, 
standing naked before her, my cock hard and throbbing in 
her direction. 


She sits up, sipping her champagne, enjoying the moment, 
and | can see desire glinting in her green-blue eyes. 


“I’m going to fuck you, Janine, fuck you hard, and then you'll 
truly be mine!” 


Her eyes widen, and | can see that she wants to play a little 
rough. 


| pull off her shoes and let my fingers brush up to the inside 
of her thighs. She’s wearing stockings, and I unroll them 
slowly, peeling the flimsy material back to reveal her soft, 
long, silky legs. | get on the bed, kneeling over her, 
dominating her, hooking my thumbs under the hem of her 
dress and lifting it high above her hips to reveal black silk 
panties and let out a groan at such a magnificent sight. As | 
touch the silk material between her legs, Janine lets out a 
small groan and closes her eyes as | pull her panties down to 
reveal her soft fuzz. She’s so wet... | dip a finger into the 
folds of her sex, slippery and ready for my cock. But first | 
want to taste her again, feel that sexy, musky taste on my 
tongue. | bury my head in her downy hair and breathe her 
in, filling my senses with her. Then | bring my face lower 
between her legs, my mouth against her sex. Janine arches 
her back as | flick my tongue across her wetness, finding the 
small bud and sucking on it. | feel her twist and turn above 
me, but | hold steady as her hands push my head further 
into her, grinding against my lips. 

After a few moments | have to stop, | can feel she’s near the 
edge, and | have to be inside her. | sit up and move between 
her legs, raising her slightly to allow me better access. My 
cock is already glistening with precum, and | place the tip 
against her, pushing gently against her moist flesh. | resist 
the urge to thrust my cock deep inside her too quickly, it’s 
her first time, and she’s so tight against my thick flesh, 
letting out a small moan of pain and pleasure. Janine opens 
her eyes for a second and looks deep into my eyes. 


“Do you want more? Do you want me to fuck you?” 
| hardly recognize my own voice, it’s so thick and gritty. 


Janine nods and keeps her eyes firmly on mine as | push 
harder, feeling myself slip inside her a couple of inches. Her 


eyes widen, and then relax as she takes me in, and | push 
harder, further, until my hard cock is buried deep inside her. 
| stay like that... unmoving, twitching inside her... afraid 
that l'Il cum with the slightest movement. 


“How does it feel?” Do you want more?” 


She smiles up at me, and | can’t wait any longer. | pull out 
my cock and plunge back inside her, god, it feels so good as 
| get into a rhythm until I'm fucking my woman hard. She 
arches her hips towards mine, grinding against me as | feel 
my passion tip of the edge, the pleasure flowing over me in 
waves. Janine cries out in ecstasy below me, and | carry on 
pumping my seed into her until her desire is soent, and we 
collapse into each other's arms, sticky and sweaty, and 
finally whole... finally one. 


| hold my love tenderly in my arms, now that my hunger has 
been satisfied, I’m left with an overpowering feeling of love 
for this woman, and | nuzzle softly into her cheek. 


“| love you, Janine Miller.” 
She turns to kiss me. “I love you too, Ed Johnson.” 


“Ah, but | need to make an honest woman out of you, need 
to make you Mrs. Johnson, now that I’ve had my wicked way 
with you... we’d better start thinking about that wedding.” 


She laughs as | kiss her full on the mouth, feel the softness 
of her lips, the flick of her tongue. | can’t believe how my 
luck has changed in a few weeks. I’m the happiest man 
alive. 


EPILOGUE 


Janine 


The wedding is small and quiet, but beautiful, just like our 
love. No expense is spared, and we plan it for the Spring, so 
we can have the ceremony outside. We hire a country hotel 
for the venue, with vast sweeping lawns. As my dad walks 
me down the aisle to the little altar festooned with roses, a 
choir sings Ave Maria, and | swear there’s a tear in dad's 
eyes. He’s a changed man these days... he gave up the 
store, and Ed set him up with a lovely house in the country, 
where he keeps a small holding, something he’s always 
wanted. It’s already taken ten years off him. Ed and | have 
been renting for the past few months while we look around 
for the perfect home... we want it to be just right. 


When I see Ed waiting for me at the altar, | feel my knees 
tremble, and | cling to my dad’s arm. I’ve dreamed about 
this day for so long, and it’s finally here. | never thought | 
could love a man so much. 


| look around, nodding to my brother and the few friends 
and other family members we've invited. | see Sandra and 
her little boy Stevie. He’s doing so well now after his 
treatment... when Ed told me all about them and how he 
had been able to help, well, it just made me love him all the 
more. 


Ed looks so handsome in his suit. | think I’ve only ever seen 
him in jeans before... | didn’t think he could look any more 
handsome, but he does. He takes my hand as we stand 
before the priest, and the love he has for me shines in his 
eyes. | know we'll be together forever. 


“You look beautiful... breathtaking.” he whispers as we turn 
to make our vows. 


We exchange matching platinum rings, with the words 
engraved in Latin ‘Amor Aeternus’...eternal love. 


The small but lovely reception is held in a beautiful room 
inside the hotel, and as Ed raises a toast to me, | almost cry, 
thinking how lucky | am. After the toasts and speeches, the 
band starts up in the next room for dancing. I’m lightheaded 
and drunk on love as Ed leads me onto the dance floor for 
our first dance. He pulls me in close. 


“I love you, Mrs. Johnson.” 


It sounds strange, being called by my new name for the first 
time by him, but I love it...I] love being his. 


After the dance, Ed pulls me aside. 


“| have a little wedding gift for you, there’s a car waiting 
outside, it will only take half an hour.” 


| look puzzled, worried about leaving our guests, but Ed 
takes my hand and leads me outside before | can protest. 


We get into the limo and head out, further into the 
countryside. The houses grow fewer, and trees and fields 
line the small roads. 


“Where on earth are we going?” | laugh, but Ed just smiles 
and tells me to wait and see. 


Eventually, we pull up to a pair of large gates that swing 
open as we arrive and continue up a long driveway. We 
finally stop outside a large, ranch-style house, complete with 
a porch and rocking chair. It looks like the ones | used to 
dream about living in when I was little, only much bigger. 


“Well, what do you think, Mrs. Johnson?” 


l'm speechless as Ed walks me around the back to where a 
whole host of outbuildings and stables are situated. 


“Now, how about this for your riding stables?” 
| look at Ed in wonder. 
“You mean?” 


He nods, “It’s yours, Mrs. Johnson, | finished the paperwork 
just before the wedding this morning. It’s my wedding gift to 
you. | thought you might like it.” 


He holds me tightly and kisses me long and hard. 


“It’s perfect, Ed... just perfect.... | also have a wedding gift 
for you... only it’s something quite small.” 


He shrugs, “You didn’t have to get me anything, having you 
is enough.” 


| smile and put my arms around him. 
“Well, actually, it’s something for both of us... I’m pregnant.” 


For a moment, Ed just stands there with his mouth open, 
staring at me. 


“You mean... I’m going to be...” 


| nod. “Yes, Ed, you're going to be a daddy. And it looks like 
he or she’s going to have a fine place to grow up in.” 


He holds me in his arm, his eyes full of tears and happiness, 
and we stand there, the three of us, looking towards our 
future. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Ed 


The first year of marriage goes by so fast, and it’s by far the 
happiest of my whole life. Janine is the perfect wife, anda 
few months into our marriage, she makes the perfect mom. 
The amount of love | have for this woman is endless, and the 
extra curves she developed after giving birth, just make her 
sexier. As our first-anniversary approaches, | wrack my brain, 
trying to think of the perfect present for the perfect woman. 
We already have the ideal home, the ranch has turned out 
really well, and with the riding school attached, Janine is in 
her element, doing as much or as little as she pleases, or 
that Ed junior will allow. Yes, | have a healthy, strong son, 
and our little family is complete. I'd like more kids, of course, 
but | want Janine to have fun too, and | don’t want to 
pressure her into anything. 


Finally, | get an idea. We have a regular nanny for Ed junior, 
and | decide to take Janine away for the weekend... but no 
ordinary weekend. I tell her to wear something sexy and 
pack a small bag, but don’t tell her where we're going... | 
don’t want to give the game away. 


| own several cars now, and we get into the Porsche and 
head out into the hot afternoon. It’s the first time we've left 
Ed junior... the first time we’ve even been away from the 
ranch for even one night, we love it so much, but Janine 
deserves a treat. 


As we move out of the countryside and towards the town, | 
can see Janine looking at me... giving me little sideways 
glances. 


“Hey, what are we doing back in this crummy place... | 
thought we’d seen the back of this town?” 


| laugh, “I thought you would like a little trip down memory 
lane.” 


She hits me hard on the arm, but | can tell she’s intrigued. 


First, we drive past her dad’s old liquor store. It stands 
empty, having just been sold. 


“It was about here that | first saw you... love at first sight.” 


She thumps my arm again and grins, “Yeah, gun-running for 
Tony Rossi.” 


| hang my head in mock shame, “Yeah, but look at me now, a 
reformed man with the love of a good woman!” 


We both laugh, it’s easy now that all that’s behind us, but 
every day | count my blessings... l'II never forget the bad 
times, they make the good times so much better. 


We drive past the old bar, where Tony used to have his 
office... that’s empty too. Without Mr. Rossi’s money, it 
couldn’t survive. It just shows how much has changed in just 
over a year. 


Janine shakes her head as we drive past the park, and | feel 
a lump in my throat, thinking how easily | could have lost 
her. 


“Hey, remember that night in the park, after Tony Rossi got 
arrested?” 


“How could | forget?” she laughs, but her voice is gentle as 
she remembers, and places a hand on my knee. Just the 
touch of her hand still gives me an instant hard on. 


We've been driving for almost three hours when | turn onto 
the coast road, catching glimpses of the setting sun over the 
water as we reach our destination. | turn into the marina, 
stopping the car so we can watch the sunset together. 


| turn to look at Janine, every time I see her, she takes my 
breath away, and tonight she looks so good that | could fuck 
her right here and now, but there’s no time. Instead, | cup 
her beautiful face and kiss her tenderly. 


“Happy Anniversary, Mrs. Johnson.” 


She smiles that long, slow sexy smile of hers, “Here’s to 
another hundred, Mr. Johnson.” 


Her lip falls onto mine, still as hungry for me as when we 
first met. Sex is great, and she never ceases to amaze me. | 
look slyly at my watch.... Damn it... definitely no time, not 
even for a quickie. 


“Hey, it’s a beautiful evening, let’s take a stroll and check 
out the yachts like we did on our first date.” | take her hand, 
and we stroll around the marina, and it’s almost as if the 
year has never happened. The last time we were here, | had 
no money, no future... but now. 


At the end of the marina is a huge yacht, the biggest and 
most expensive in the place. As we reach it, | stop and stare 
over the railings. 


“Now, that’s what | call a boat... she’s a beauty.” 
Janine laughs, “Why are all boats, female?” 

| shrug, “Well, | suppose they're beautiful and sleek.” 
“Well, men can be beautiful and sleek too.” 

| laugh, “I guess so, but this one has a woman’s name.” 
| point to the side of the ship. 


Janine follows my finger, squinting her green eyes at the 
bow... reading out the words painted in black lettering. 


“Mrs. Johnson... oh, Ed... you didn’t?” 

| take her in my arms and kiss her deeply. 

“Well, | guess it’s better than ‘Ed and Janine’s Love Boat’” 
| kiss her again. 


“Happy Anniversary, Mrs. Johnson, care to take a look 
around?” 


Janine’s eyes are wide with delight as | take her on board 
and hand her the key to the State Room. 


“She’s all yours.” 


| watch in anticipation as she turns the key and pushes 
gently on the door. 


“SURPRISE!” 


The lights flick on inside, and what seems like a thousand 
fairy lights burst into life on deck. All of our friends and 
family are there, and rush to greet us, champagne in hand. 


| can see the tears glistening in Janine’s eyes as she takes it 
all in. 


“You, you...mister...” she hits me on the arm again as she 
breaks out into a smile that is worth more than all the 
money in the world. 


Surprise over, | too can relax, and we dance the night away. 
At midnight, she takes my hand and pulls me onto the quiet 
of the deck. 


| can see by the glint in her eye that something’s on her 
mind. There’s something on my mind too... something I’ve 
been thinking about all night. 


“Hey... lve got a good idea.” | pull her close, my hand 
cupping her breast through her flimsy dress. 
“So do l, come with me” 


At first, | object. “What, something better than...?,” but she 
just gives me a naughty wink and leads me away from the 
boat and towards the car. 


“Hey, where are you going... I’ve drunk too much 
champagne to drive.” 


She smiles, “but | haven't... I’ve hardly touched a drop all 
night.” 


| shake my head, “But it’s our anniversary... all that 
champagne... it’s your favorite?” 


She places a warm hand on my knee as she starts the car. 
“Well, alcohol isn’t good for a woman in my condition.” 

It takes me a moment for the news to sink in. 

“You mean... were going to... you’re pregnant again!” 


I’m shocked, stunned...can hardly believe it. | didn’t think | 
could get any happier. 


“Happy anniversary, Mr. Johnson,” she grins. “Now, there’s a 
little cove just down here somewhere... I’ve heard it’s the 
perfect spot for making out.” 
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